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It is common that we relate diversity to our external traits. We often think 
uniqueness spawns from qualities of race, ethnicity, gender, and class: 
independent social upbringings that birth special perspectives. While 
this is true, what we tend to overlook includes a diversity of thought and 
FUHDWLYLW\:HVWULYHWREHRSHQWRWKRVHZKRDUHGL̆HUHQWEXWGRZHUHDOO\
OLVWHQWRWKRVHZKRWKLQNGL̆HUHQWO\DQGGRQ¶WJRZLWKWKHVWDWXVTXRRI
accepted thought? 
  
As editors, we support freshness and rebellion in our art, both in large 
and small ways alike. Students of the written word are taught the value 
of newness, and are told to avoid the cliché. Seldom does a strong thinker 
VLWLQWKHKLYHPLQGDQGWR¿QGDUWWKDWUHMHFWVLWVHOIDPHWDFULWLTXHRQH
could say, is equally rare. 
+HUH\RXZLOO¿QGDERG\RIZRUN WKDWFKDOOHQJHV WKH¿HOG LQZKLFKZH
H[LVWDQLQGXVWU\RIZRUNVKRSVDQGHQWU\IHHVRI0)$¶VDQGWHDFKLQJJLJV
(the details of which can be found in For Crying Out, on page 24). But the 
FKDOOHQJHIRUWUXHLQGHSHQGHQFHLVQRWMXVWXQLTXHWRWKHZULWHU¶VMRXUQH\
it is a design of the human experience, and we have followed this pursuit 
closely.  
,Q WKLV 5HYLHZ ZH R̆HU D VHULHV RI DUW WKDW FKDOOHQJHV WKH GLYHUVLW\ RI
thought. Along with publishing more poems than we ever have before, and 
IHDWXULQJWKHZRUOGUHQRZQHG*HUDOG6WHUQ\RXZLOO¿QGDVHOIFULWLTXLQJ
(but always questioning) collection of art, poems and stories. It is with 
SULGHDQGMR\WKDWZHSUHVHQWWR\RXWKLVDVVHPEODJHRIZRUN
But, please, allow yourself to disagree with what we say. It would be so 
ERULQJLI\RXGLGQ¶W
JAKE.#05
e d i t o r  i n  c h i e f
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SANTA CLARA 4'8+'9
p o e t r y
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
“Slowly Yours,” the salutation said,
which made it a question of velocity,
even one of value
for slowly, a condition of slow,
belongs to the past, a time of mules and horses,
and radically precedes the new one of streamliners
as in trains.
Poetry always did belong to the past
and unlike philosophy it was always local,
whatever the disguise, as in Horace.
7KXVWKHVXQÀRZHULQ\RXUIURQW\DUG
Though the accuracy of the salutation
may have been a question of eyesight
RUMXVWDPHPRU\RI:LOOLDP(PSVRQ
GERALD 56'40
5.19.;6*'21+510
p o e t r y
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
With me it was the large rat
RQWKHURXQGNLWFKHQWDEOHDW'HOOD¶VKRXVH
among the crumbs and butter
DQG,ZDVWKHWHUUL¿HGRQH
IRUKHRUVKHZRXOGQ¶WEXGJH
This was under the letter of love from FDR
for the eight sons serving in World War II
who all came back alive but three or four
EHDULQJVFDUVIURPWKHEDWWOHVLQ(XURSHDQG$VLD
And it was I who drove the Pontiac home
GRZQ5REHUWV6WUHHWDQGSDVW,VDO\¶V
a quarter pound of ice cream for a nickel,
my father in the back seat,
my mother humming “Melancholy Baby,”
going on seventy years now. 
GERALD 56'40
6*'*+..
p o e t r y
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
The truth is 
,¶GUDWKHULWZHUHDSLHEDOGWKDQP\JUHHQ+RQGD
though what I really want is the 1950 Buick
with the small steering wheel and the strip in the window
and the cigar lighter in the back seat
and a tasselated handhold
,GURYHP\VHOIWRWKHMXQN\DUG
 or the Winslow belonging to one of the browner poets
RI$QGDOXFLDWKDWODVWHGWZHQW\¿YH\HDUV
 Just think of the wise conversations with the court mechanic
and the references to Aristotle, he who wrote
in the Book of Speed all we have to know
about combustion, he who rode a camel
to the Agora every day, the new
WKUHHKXPSHGW\SHWKH\EUHGLQ(J\SWWKHQ
GERALD 56'40
6*'6476*

f i c t i o n
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
KATYA 0'/'%
(14019
One day, she will not say my name, she will not look me in the eye, she will 
not apologize if she brushes against me in the bustling city, but now she 
whispers my name over and over in the dark as I cover her generous and 
eager body in kisses, her eyes half-open and pleasure-glazed and her nails 
deep in my hips. 
One day, I will wake up and see her damp pillow stained with the remnants 
RIKHUPDVFDUDEXWQRZ,¶PJUHHWHGGDLO\E\WKHVLON\VOLGHRIKHUWRQJXH
EHIRUHRXUDODUPULQJVWRWHOOXVLW¶VPRUQLQJ
One day, she will lie in bed next to me all night without saying a single word 
and I will watch goose bumps rise over her bare arm and I will not reach 
over to raise the blanket at her hip, but now I feel her breath against the 
small of my neck and feel her prickly legs brush against my thigh beneath 
our covers, and I count her soft moans as she curves into my back. 
2QHGD\VKHZLOOUHWUHDWWRKHUSDUHQWV¶KRXVHIRUKROLGD\VGD\VR̆DQG
ZHHNHQGVRQO\WRUHWXUQRQ0RQGD\DIWHU,¶YHDOUHDG\JRQHWRZRUNEXW
now she leaves notes on my side of the sink, in my car, on our fridge and 
PHVVDJHVRQP\DQVZHULQJPDFKLQHDWZRUNWHOOLQJPHWKDWVKH¶VWKLQNLQJ
of me. 
One day, she will brush her teeth in the guest bathroom days before she 
leaves me permanently, but now we smile at each other in the mirror, each 
of us trying to mimic the brushing pattern of the other, and I sheepishly 
glance at her as I wipe away minty dribble with the back of my hand. 
2QHGD\ZHZLOOJHWLQD¿JKWDERXWDOOWKHELJWKLQJVVKHZDQWVWRKROG
hands at Disneyland, she wants to get married in a church, she wants to 
KDYHEDELHV VKHZDQWVP\SDUHQWV WR NQRZDERXWKHU VKH FDQ¶W WDNH LW
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
DQ\PRUHDQGVKH¶OOWKURZGLVKHVWRPDNHKHUSRLQWDQG,ZLOOWHOOKHUWKDW
VKH¶VXQUHDVRQDEOHDQGWKHQVKH¶OOVODPWKHGRRUDQGORFNKHUVHOILQWKH
guestroom, but now we carefully pick out the furniture for our bedroom, 
like the Queen-sized mattress held up by handcrafted mahogany frame, 
DQG ZKHQ ZH YLVLW P\ SDUHQWV WKH\¶OO UHPDUN KRZ LW¶V ZRQGHUIXO WKDW
ZH¶UHVWLOOIULHQGVVRPDQ\\HDUVDIWHUFROOHJHEXWZDUQXVDERXWEHFRPLQJ
VSLQVWHUVLIZHGRQ¶W¿QGJRRGPHQVRRQDQGWKH\LQYLWHFKDUPLQJ\RXQJ
men from church to dinner and wonder why my friend never seems eager 
to please them. 
One day, her back will be to me as she quietly packs up her things, and 
KHU VZROOHQ H\HV ZLOO VZHOO ZLWK IUHVK WHDUV ZKHQ , WHOO KHU WKDW ,¶OO EH
stepping out for a while, and she can take anything she wants, including 
the photographs of us, and when I close the bedroom door on her for the 
last time, my hands will shake and I will walk quickly out of the apartment, 
but not fast enough because her sobs pierce the silence between us before 
,ORVHP\VHOILQWKHZRUOGEXWQRZ,KHOSKHUSLFNRXWKHURXW¿WIRUDGDWH
DQGWHOOKHUWKDWVKH¶VEHDXWLIXOQRPDWWHUZKDWVKHZHDUVDQG,ZLOOVWLOO
WKLQNVKH¶VJRUJHRXVLQDKXQGUHG\HDUVDQGWKDW,ZDQWWRNLVVWKHPROHRQ
her left eyelid every morning before it disappears behind her honey-brown 
eyes, and that I will want to spend a thousand years adoring every single 
KDLURQKHUKHDGHYHQLIWKH\¶UHJUH\DQG\HV,¶GORYHKHUHYHQLIVKHZHUH
bald.
2QH GD\ VKH¶OO IDOO LQ ORYH ZLWK VRPHERG\ HOVH DQG WKH\¶OO EH RQ 79
protesting their rights, and she will look at her new love the way that she 
ORRNHGDWPHIRUWKHZKROHZRUOGWRVHHDQG,¶OOEHLQWKHOLYLQJURRPDWP\
SDUHQWV¶KRXVHDQGWKH\ZLOOVD\LW¶VGLVJUDFHIXOWKDW,ZDVRQFHIULHQGVZLWK
VRPHRQHVRVKDPHOHVVEXWQRZZHGRQ¶WWKLQNDERXWZKDWWKH\¶OOVD\DQG
KROGKDQGVDWWKHPRYLHVZKHUHLW¶VGDUNDQGQRERG\FDQVHHXVDQGVKH¶OO
look only at me, her eyes so beautiful that they make me cry in my dreams. 
One day, I will do everything that she wanted, but with a man, because 
WKDW¶V ZKDW P\ SDUHQWV QHHGHG EXW QRZ ,¶OO VD\ GRQ¶W ZRUU\ RQH GD\
KRQH\ZH¶OOWHOOWKHPDERXWXV
p o e t r y
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
in Turkish
moon 
is pronounced 
?¶ŝ?
which 
LQ(QJOLVK
VLJQL¿HV
the theory 
of 
DXQL¿HG
self 
or 
the organ 
with which 
a person 
sees 
the moon
or 
the grade 
of incomplete
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Troubadours sing about skin diseases
the national anthem of my private country
My wife has a rare form of leprosy 
I knew she had it when we married—
to say it was obvious is an understatement
but I fell in love with her eyes
and her courage
I caught it 
which makes things much easier
1RZZH¶UHERWKPRQVWHUV
two of us far more terrifying than one alone
We make children cry
$W¿UVWZHGLGQ¶WZDQWWR
EXWZHOHDUQHGWRHQMR\LW
 
This is not the life I desired 
In my childhood dreams 
I became a mailman who delivered invisible mail
that had no weight 
and never bad news
(YHU\RQHZDVJODGWRVHHPHFRPLQJ
MITCHELL KROCKMALNIK )4#$1+5
#06*'/
n o n f i c t i o n
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
 There is nothing outwardly appealing about the rest-stop-of-a-city 
called Othello. Located slightly south-east of the center of Washington 
VWDWH,FRXOGEOLQNRQ,(DVWDQGSDVVLWE\7KHPLQLVFXOHGRZQWRZQ
area is made up of an assortment of taco trucks, a McDonalds and a Burger 
King, a potato factory that emits smells similar to those from sewage, a 
few shabby, single-story motels, a brightly-lit Wal-Mart, a single Chevron, 
and an ancient brick building that houses a bar and a steakhouse. The 
rest of the city limits includes farming lands, livestock grazing areas and 
the Columbia National Wildlife Refuge. Unless you are one of the 7,364 
UHVLGHQWVRI2WKHOOR\RXZRXOGUHDOO\RQO\¿QG\RXUVHOIWKHUHLI\RXZHUH
visiting a relative, interested in bird watching, an avid hunter, or lost. 
 ,ZDV\HDUVROGWKH¿UVWWLPH,PDGHWKHWZRDQGDKDOIKRXUGULYH
with my dad over the Cascade Mountains to Othello. I still remember how 
clear the stars looked that night, and every other clear night I spent there 
DIWHUWKDWZLWKVROLWWOHOLJKWSROOXWLRQFRPLQJIURPWKHFLW\WKHVWDUVDUH
free to freckle the night sky and even the faintest of them can be detected 
by the naked eye. Actually, most of what we do when in Othello is watch the 
sky.
 My family belongs to the Columbia Basin Athletic Club, a band of 
VFUX̆\IDFHGPHQDQGWKHLUIDPLOLHVIURPDOORYHUWKHVWDWHZKRDOOORYH
EHLQJRXWGRRUVGULQNLQJEHHUDQGKXQWLQJ0\*UDQGSD-DFNMRLQHGWKH
KXQWLQJFOXELQWKH¶VDQGP\GDGDQGXQFOH6DPKDYHEHHQJRLQJZLWK
him since they were in diapers and this tradition was then passed on to my 
siblings, my cousins and me. Our prey are ducks, geese, quail, pheasants 
DQGGRYHVEXWWKHDFWRIKXQWLQJWKHPKDVQHYHUEHHQVKDOORZRUMXVWIRU
sport. This family practice is much more serious than that, almost like some 
IRUPRIXQFRQYHQWLRQDOVSLULWXDOLW\WKDW¿OOVWKHYRLGRIRUJDQL]HGUHOLJLRQ
for my dad and his brother. Sometimes I wonder if this extra attachment 
KIMBERLEY -'..'4
9*'4'#4'9'9#5*+0)610
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
WRWKHDFWLYLW\WKDWP\GDGKROGVLVUHODWHGWR*UDQGSD-DFN¶VIDWDODFFLGHQW
on Morgan Lake while goose hunting in Othello. 
 7KHKXQWLQJFOXEFRPSRXQGLVORFDWHGRQDIDUPHU¶VDFUHDJHDERXW
a ten minute drive outside the downtown area. The property seems to 
change hands every couple of years and last time I talked to my dad he 
VDLGWKHQHZIDUPHU¶VQDPHZDV:ROI%HKLQGWKHIDUPKRXVHDQGQH[WWR
the rows and rows of planted corn sits a ring of seventeen trailers with a 
ERQ¿UHSLWLQWKHFHQWHU6RPHRIWKHWUDLOHUVKDYHZRRGHQSRUFKHVEXLOW
around them with torn up couches that have seen better days and some 
have bull skulls hung up that have been bleached white by the sun. The 
WUDLOHU FRPSRXQG VLWV RQ WKH HGJHRI DEDVDOW EOX̆ WKDWRYHUORRNVPDQ\
DFUHVRI ODQGZKHUH:ROI¶VFDWWOHJUD]H ,Q WKHGLVWDQFH\RXFDQDOVRVHH
where Crab Creek weaves lazily through the grass and leads to the caves 
where there are old Native American paintings on the walls. Growing up, 
this landscape was our playground and we would be gone for hours without 
VXSHUYLVLRQ FOLPELQJEDVDOW FOL̆V SHHOLQJ OHHFKHV R̆RXU VNLQ IURP WKH
marsh, playing with cow pies and shooting at cans and insects with our BB 
guns. 
 In the winter months, during the duck and goose hunting season, 
the temperature can often rest below freezing and it is rare that the 
landscape is not veiled in snow. The combination of the frigid temperature 
and damp conditions would often lead to numb toes, even with my double-
OD\HULQJRIZRROVRFNVLQP\ERRWV8QFOH6DP¿QDOO\JRWVRWLUHGRIKHDULQJ
DERXWXVFRPSODLQLQWKHSLWEOLQGVWKDWKHERXJKWXVDXVHGEXWḢFLHQW
PHWDOKHDWHUIRUZDUPLQJXSRXULF\¿QJHUVDQGWRHV7KHSLWEOLQGVZHUH
my favorite growing up because they felt like a fort in the ground. The pits 
ZHUHVHWDERXWIHHWGRZQLQWKHJURXQGQH[WWRRQHRIWKHFRUQ¿HOGVZH
hunt at. It was structured by wood panels around the corners, forming the 
outline of a cube in the ground and it was covered by chicken-wire doors 
that swiveled to the sides so that we could climb in and out. My dad and 
I would weave the dirty corn stalks through the wire doors in the perfect 
way so as to conceal ourselves below without completely losing visibility 
of the sky. This was a unique and intimate view of Othello, with our small, 
EXQGOHGDQGFDPRXÀDJHGERGLHVFRPSOHWHO\KRXVHGE\WKHHDUWKHQZDOOV
ZLWKQRWKLQJEXWWKHEULJKWR̆ZKLWHZLQWHUVN\DQGGDUNPRLVWGLUW LQ
sight. 
 Artemisia tridentata grows everywhere in Othello. The aroma of 
this sagebrush is the sultry perfume that the arid landscape wears. The 
EHDXWLIXO EODFN EDVDOW FROXPQV WKDW IRUP EOX̆V DOO RYHU WKH UHJLRQ DUH
DUWLIDFWVRIDJUHDWODYDÀRRGGXULQJWKH0LRFHQHDQGHDUO\3OLRFHQHHSRFKV
7KH EDVDOWLF ODYD ÀRZHG XSZDUGV IURP¿VVXUHV LQ WKH HDUWK¶V FUXVW DQG
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
HQJXOIHGQHDUO\VTXDUHPLOHVRIWKH3DFL¿F1RUWKZHVWRYHUDVSDQ
RIWHQWR¿IWHHQPLOOLRQ\HDUV7KHQURXJKO\RQHPLOOLRQ\HDUVDJRDJLDQW
lake that had formed over most of the state of Montana broke through 
its ice dam and a tremendous amount of water went spilling over parts 
of Montana, Idaho, and Washington, eroding the landscape to reveal the 
beautiful layered basalt rock columns that are found in Othello today. 
  Many residents of Washington have never heard of Othello or may 
not realize that the potatoes they prepared for dinner were grown there, 
EXWLWLVLQH[SOLFDEO\VLJQL¿FDQWWRP\IDPLO\7KHUHLVPHDQLQJLQWKHVFHQW
RIVDJHWKHHFKRHVRIJXQVKRWVR̆WKHEDVDOWEOX̆VWKHPHPRULHVRISXOOLQJ
stubborn burrs out of my wool socks after a day of successful exploration, 
the understanding that this tradition has been passed from one generation 
to the next. 
p o e t r y
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
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Pepperoncini is a strangely named vegetable
like broccoli rabe and mascarpone cheese.
I always thought I pronounced them
wrong in my head. I had no reason
to pronounce them aloud, having never
gone to college. In the world of poetry
I kept reading all these references
to Greek mythology. Persephone I always
thought was perse a phone, like telephone.
$IHOORZMDQLWRUZKHQZHXVHGWREX̆
WKH6HDUVÀRRUDWQLJKWDOZD\VOLNHGWR
take the lingerie department, which he
pronounced lin ger ee. He liked to
brush up against the racks of
FRROQLJKWJRZQVDVKHEX̆HG
I never embarrassed him by
setting him straight as no poet
ever corrected my pronunciation.
&RPPRQFRXUWHV\LVDWUDLW,¶YHDOZD\VDGPLUHG
n o n f i c t i o n
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
I. 
2XUSLDQRWHDFKHU¶VQDPHZDV)HUQ6KHKDGWREHLQKHUQLQHWLHVKXQFKHG
DQGZLWKHUHGDVVKHZDV%XWKHUNQREE\¿QJHUVUDFHGDFURVVWKHNH\VDQG
KHUWRQJXHZDVMXVWDVVKDUS0RPGURYHPHDQGWKHER\VWRKHUKRXVH
HYHU\ZHHN²WZHQW\¿YHPLQXWHVSDVWRSHQ¿HOGVWRWKHQH[WWRZQ,ZDV
in second grade that year, still in oversized Tweety Bird t-shirts and bangs 
to my eyelashes. Her small house was in an old part of town, the oaks 
towering above the housetops, branches thicker than I was. 
II. 
When Fern came to the door, the scent of stale skin and air-dried dog 
ZDIWHGDURXQGKHU6KHOHWXVLQWRWKHIURQWURRPÀRUDOSDWWHUQHGFRXFKHV
VPRWKHUHGLQ¿WWHGFOHDUSODVWLFFRYHUVKHUSRRGOHVLWWLQJVTXDUHO\LQWKH
PLGGOH FXVKLRQ OLFNLQJ KLV ORLQV KLV WRQJXH WKZDSSLQJ DJDLQVW WKH VWL ̆
SODVWLF (YHU\WKLQJ ZDV DTXD DQG SLQN HYHQ WKH ZDOOV 7KH WKUHH RI XV
siblings rock-paper-scissored for who got their lessons last. 
III. 
When the weather was warm, my brothers and I would go outside to 
the backyard to kill time until our lesson. I remember an empty pool in 
the yard, oddly shaped—maybe eight feet deep, but hardly long or wide 
enough to really swim in. There was no shallow end, no gradual descent 
to the deep. The walls were sheer, concrete sides painted a sunny aqua. 
3UREDEO\LQWHQGHGWREHDUHÀHFWLRQSRROEXWLWZDVDOZD\VHPSW\DJDSLQJ
rectangular trap in the small yard. I think there was a bird bath rising from 
LWVFHQWHUR̆HUHGXSRQDWKLFNSLOODU
ELIZABETH $4#&;
&''2
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
,9
My mom found a note I had scribbled into a pocket spiral notebook. I hate 
Fern!!! scrawled childishly, endlessly—pages and pages of the notebook 
dedicated to that single sentence. Mom scolded me, reminded me that 
Fern was an exceptional piano teacher, very accomplished, that I was lucky 
to get the lessons, that they were expensive. She also asked me why I wrote 
ZKDW,GLGEXW,GLGQ¶WKDYHDQDQVZHU,FRXOGWHOOKHU
9
,UHPHPEHURWKHUWKLQJVDERXWSLDQROHVVRQVDW)HUQ¶VKRXVH)HUQ¶VSRRGOH
looked like it had been antiqued: yellowing white curls tinging to shades 
of brown at the edges—muzzle, feet, crotch, eyes. Her backyard was full of 
crude ornaments: fountains, pillars, arches. The empty, painted pool was 
smeared with dirty leaves. And while my younger brother practiced scales 
LQVLGHZLWK)HUQKLVKDQGVVSDQQLQJZKROHRFWDYHVWKHEODFNRIÀDWVDQG
VKDUSV WKHZKLWH RI QDWXUDOVP\ ROGHU EURWKHU¶V KDQGV SUDFWLFHG RWKHU
things with me deep in the blue ugly pool, all black. 
9,
I hated her repulsive poodle. I hated her stupid plastic couches. I hated her 
dyed-red hair. I hated how old she was. I hated her backyard. I hated that 
deep pit of blue. I hated the steeling of my stomach as we turned into her 
drive. I hated the feel of it. Constricting and compacting and digging deep 
LQWRWKHERZORIP\EHOO\HYHU\PLQXWH,ZDVQ¶WDWWKHSLDQR
9,,
,GRQ¶WUHPHPEHUWKHQDPHRIWKHSRRGOH,GRQ¶WUHPHPEHU)HUQ¶VKXVEDQG
EHLQJDURXQG2UNLGV,GRQ¶WUHPHPEHULIVKHKDGJODVVHVRUGHQWXUHV,
GRQ¶WUHPHPEHUWKHVRXQGRIKHUYRLFHRUKRZORQJ,WRRNOHVVRQVIURPKHU
RUZKDWSLHFHV,SOD\HGRUWKHVXGGHQVXSSOHQHVVRI¿QJHUVEHIRUHDUHFLWDO
,GRQ¶WUHPHPEHUDQ\ZKHUHEH\RQGWKHEDFN\DUGDQGWKHSLDQRURRP
9,,,
I practiced half an hour daily on our upright Samick. I loved the reading—
deciphering this new language of white and black, loved the thrill of my 
¿QJHUVSURGXFLQJD ODQJXDJHP\HDUVFRXOGKHDU , ORYHG WKHPXVLF0\
bedroom shared a wall with the piano room, and I lay on the carpet in my 
room as I did my homework during the daily practicing schedule of my 
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
siblings. And sometimes when my mother played the piano, she sang. 
IX.
 
,UHPHPEHUSLDQROHVVRQVZLWK)HUQ6KHEDUNHGRXWP\PLVWDNHVNHSWD
metronome ticking loudly enough for her to hear, drowning out my timid 
SOD\LQJ DVVLJQHG WKHRU\ ZRUNERRNV DQG SLHFHV EH\RQGP\ DELOLW\ +HU
shaky handwriting cluttered the score with commands, reminders, cheats. 
I remember all of these things. But mostly I want to remember sitting at 
KHUSLDQR)HUQ¶VIUDLOERG\DWP\VLGHOHDQLQJLQFORVHWRVHHWKDW,OHDUQHG
p o e t r y
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+HFDOOVPH)UHMDWKH1RUVHJRGGHVVEHFDXVHP\KDLULV
red, tells me I once lived on Jupiter and sixty-three moons 
VSXQDERYHP\KHDGHYHU\QLJKWZKHUHDQLJKWODVWV¿YH
days, where a red dark 
storm rages that will never, ever end. He says I rule over 
half of the brave dead & their wives & their lovers. We talk 
about foreign gods and goddesses and never anything else
so we can remain strangers for each other, at the door 
every time a stranger, each time the aching happiness of 
SRVVHVVLRQVOLSSLQJWKURXJKRXU¿QJHUV
OLNHVRPXFKVDQGRQWKHÀRRU/LNHWKH¿UVWWLPH,VDZ
him peeling an orange after a thunderstorm. We shared a 
FLJDUHWWHWKHQP\EHGWKHQWKHUHFOLQHUWKHZRRGÀRRU
the bathroom shower.
All that day my hair smelled of oranges smelled of
oranges 
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GEORGE &,74+%
10'(+0'&#90
/HW¶VIDFHLWZHORYHWKLVPDWHULDOLVPZH¶UHZUDSSHGXSLQWRWKHZRUGKDV
JLYHQµLPLWDWLRQ¶DQHZPHDQLQJDOORZLQJLWWRDFTXLUHDGGLWLRQDOVKDGHVRI
fat, as in counterfeiting, infringement, mischief, and caricature. From the 
WLPHRIWKH5HQDLVVDQFHERWK*RGDQG:HVWHUQFLYLOL]DWLRQ¶VFROOHFWLYHHJR
KDGEHJXQWRWDNHVRPHVHULRXVKLWV%XWDODVZLWKDOOPDSV¿OOHGZKRHYHU
hoped for explorers?
We love our computers – we love our Internet, our Google, our Skype. 
So whether we wind up merging with the machine as Kurzweil predicts, 
LW¶VKDUG WRGHQ\ WKLV WUDMHFWRU\RI WHFKQRORJ\2Q WKHRWKHUKDQGZH¶UH
VWLOODIUDLGRIGHDWKDQGZHVWLOO¿JKWLW,QRWKHUZRUGVWKHLQWUXGHUEHOLHI
system of knowing that somehow consciousness survives and the way our 
VRFLHW\LVUXQDUHLQFRQÀLFW7KHUH¶VQRTXHVWLRQDERXWWKDW2XULQGXVWULHV
for instance our stay-healthy industries and beauty, anti-aging industries 
are all geared towards stopping that moment or delaying that moment 
of transition as long as possible. If we really allowed our intuitive beliefs 
of survival of consciousness to come into our society, a lot of this would 
FKDQJH %XW ZH GRQ¶W :H NHHS WKHP FRPSDUWPHQWDOL]HG :H HDJHUO\
NHHSRXUVHOYHVLQZKDW,ZRXOGFDOOµWKH]RQHRILPDJLQDWLRQ¶:HWKLQNZH
EHOLHYHLQLWEXWZHUHDOO\GRQ¶WLQYHVWDQ\WKLQJLQLW:HZRQ¶WIRULQVWDQFH
try to communicate with those who are already in that non-local reality of 
non-physical dimensions.
On the opposite hand, it is no small thing to be a monster or a spiteful 
QLWZLWDQGLQWKH¿UVWFDVHWRWKLQNRQHVHOIJRUJHRXVLQWKHVHFRQGDKLJKO\
intelligent person. Such characters must be represented. Someone has to 
GRLW7KHVHGLJQL¿HGSURIHVVLRQVVKRXOGEHSURWHFWHGIURPH[WLQFWLRQE\
81(6&2:HNQRZ WKDW WKHLU DGYHQWXUHVDUH FKLOGLVK7KH\ WKHPVHOYHV
are fools. They are ready to kill or be killed over a card game in which an 
opponent – or they themselves – is cheating. Yet, thanks to such characters, 
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
tragedies are still possible. 
I stand here in the middle of the desert, as delusional as brother Moses 
once was, to tell you the essence of our world morphing. For the foreseeable 
future at least, we are enduring an aggressive fusion, we are herding in 
the middle, circling our worn out, weather-beaten wagons. We are like 
chameleons, we take our hue and the color of our moral character from 
those who are around us. I cannot remember – not for the lack of memory 
or galloping dementia – the last time I experienced an excruciating pain. 
0D\EHWZHQW\WKUHH\HDUVDJRGXULQJRXUHPLJUDWLRQDOIDPLO\ÀLJKWIURP
Belgrade to Los Angeles, when a torturous toothache spoiled this trip 
RI D OLIHWLPH IRUPH , FDQQRW FDOO WRPLQG DQ\ UHFHQW RYHUSRZHULQJ MR\
electrifying my atoms either. The tiniest discomfort reaches for Advil, an 
arousing of bliss has to rethink itself on the spot. I read an article about a 
WUḊFMDPLQ0XQLFKZKHQDIHOODUHDGLO\DGPLWVKHVWLOODLPHGIRUWKHPHVV
with plenty alternative routes available. Sounds familiar? It attracted him 
as a human electromagnet, he said. In other words, outer circumstances 
FDOOIRUXVWRZULWHLQDZD\HYHU\RQHFDQXQGHUVWDQGDQGLILQWKHWRLOVRI
passion, we do something incomprehensible – good luck and good night. 
In a word, under no circumstance can one be hungry and dreamy. 
,WZDVDFRPIRUWDEOHSURIHVVLRQIRU8SGLNHDQG9RQQHJXWWRVHOOFDUVEDFN
then when business was booming. Laydowns galore, all they needed to 
do was engage their natural charm and the immense bullshitting power 
natural to any scribe. No mas. Ignorants learn exotic words like invoice, 
KROGEDFNÀRRULQJVRWKH\FRPHZDYLQJZLWKWKHPFODQGHVWLQHLOOLWHUDF\
is epidemic: the less they know, the more proud of it they are. Generally 
amusing, the fun stops when you turn around short three hundred bucks 
RIHOHYHQKXQGUHGUHQW,WZDVDQKRQRUDEOHMREZKHQZULWHUVZHUHVHOOLQJ
cars – that is if only I could abstract away from those imperishable ten-
KRXUGD\VRIVWDQGLQJLQWKH¿QHVWVWXSRUZHDULQJP\EHVW6XQGD\FORWKHV
LQIURQWRIWKHYDULRXVFDUGHDOHUVKLSVDSDOWU\EX̆HULQEHWZHHQWKHZLPS\
FXVWRPHUVDQGWKHPLJKW\PDQDJHPHQWLQWHUIDHFHVHWXULQDP1RZ,¶P
WKHRQO\RQHOHIWDQG,GRQ¶WHYHQNQRZLI\RXFRXOGFDOOPHDZULWHU,QWKH
meantime we managed to lose both professions. The Turks used to ride on 
WKH6HUELDQJUDYHOIRUFHQWXULHVUDPSDQWDUURJDQWIHDUOHVV:KDWDVLJKW
that was! Then they stopped. After a while the roads grew anxious, itching, 
used to Turkish rub. But there were Turks no more.
:KHUH 9RQQHJXW 8SGLNH DQG RWKHUV PRYHG RQ , VWD\HG WKH JUHDW
stampede somehow bypassed me minuscule in the dust. An impractical 
man – which I not only seems to be but really am – will always be unreliable 
and unpredictable in his dealings with others. He will engage in actions 
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that mean something else to him than to others, but he is at peace with 
himself about everything as long as he can make it all come together in 
D¿QH LGHD$QGZKDW LGHD WKDW LV OHDYLQJP\RZQVHOI WKHUH WR URW%XW
then, there is no surer sign of greatness than ignoring hurtful or insulting 
expressions by attributing them without further ado. A book can never be 
DQ\WKLQJPRUHWKDQWKHLPSUHVVRILWVDXWKRU¶VWKRXJKWVDQGWKHYDOXHRI
these will lie either in the matter about which he has thought – which I 
doubt and challenge – or in the form which his thoughts take. In the end 
HYHU\RQHVWDQGVDORQHOLNHDQRYHO¶VHQGDQGWKHGHFLVLYHTXHVWLRQLVZKR
he is that stands alone.
I think if you were Satan and you were setting around trying to think up 
VRPHWKLQJ WKDWZRXOG MXVW EULQJ WKHKXPDQ UDFH WR LWV NQHHVZKDW \RX
would probably come up with is the entertainment. With or without a 
sarcastic hue, it is an ideal weapon of watering down all the senses. The 
YHU\¿UVWWKLQJ,KDSSLO\QRWLFHGZKHQWKH\WRRNPHLQWRWKHHPHUJHQF\
URRPWKHRWKHUGD\ZDVDKLJKGH¿QLWLRQZLGHVFUHHQIHDWXULQJWRSPDVV
PDUNHW EHVWVHOOHUV E\ 3XEOLVKHUV :HHNO\ FURZQHG E\ 6WHHO¶V )ULHQGV
Forever. Just the title itself reminisces the Forest Lawn Cemetery as its 
VKLQLHVW SHDUO 7RXFKHG , FKRVH WR GLH LQ FRPIRUW UDWKHU WKDQ ¿JKW IRU
survival through the unbearable pain: the agony of the devoured animal is 
always far greater than the pleasure of the devourer. I was dead on arrival, 
DFRUSVHZLWKVWURQJYLWDOVLJQV<HWVDFUL¿FLQJDOO\RXUKXPDQWUDLWVFRPHV
ZLWK RFFDVLRQDO SHUNV VR WKHPRGHUQPHGLFLQH GLG WKH ¿JKWLQJ IRUPH
+DYHQRIHDUSDUDPHGLFVDUHMXVWIHHWDZD\WKH\DUHORRNLQJDW\RXDVZH
speak, kid, in their hands a shiny duster covering the book signed by Steel 
herself. For only then, after the last trait is immobilized and forgotten, 
will amusement enter your thought system as an integral part and a living 
PHPEHU EHFRPH SHUIHFWO\ DQG ¿UPO\ FRQVLVWHQW ZLWK LW DQG LQ DFFRUG
ZLWKDOOLWVRWKHUFRQVHTXHQFHVDQGFRQFOXVLRQVLWZLOOEHDUWKHKXHFRORU
DQGVWDPSRI\RXUZKROHPDQQHURIWKLQNLQJ7KXVLWZLOOVWD\¿UPO\DQG
forever friendly lodged in your mind.
The intellectual attainments of a man who thinks for himself resemble a 
masterful painting in a hushed dungeon, where the light and shade are 
FRUUHFW WKH WRQH VXVWDLQHG WKH FRORU SHUIHFWO\ KDUPRQL]HG LW LV WUXH WR
life in a dungeon. On the other hand, the intellectual feats of the mere 
fun-loving man are like a large palette, full of all sorts of colors, which at 
most are systematically arranged, but devoid of harmony, connection and 
PHDQLQJDQGVLOHQFH3ODLQDQGVLPSOH,KDYHORQJKHOGWKHRSLQLRQWKDW
the amount of noise that anyone can bear undisturbed stands in inverse 
proportion to his mental capacity and therefore be regarded as a pretty fair 
measure of it.
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
([WUDRUGLQDU\FODLPVUHTXLUHH[WUDRUGLQDU\HYLGHQFH,I\RXZLVKWRZULWH
IURPVFUDWFK\RXPXVW¿UVW LQYHQWWKHXQLYHUVH7KHMRERIWKHZULWHU LV
WRSHUSHWXDOO\GHHSHQWKHP\VWHU\RIWKDWXQLYHUVHQRWWRXQWLHWKHSORW¶V
NQRWZKDW¶VKRWDQGZKDWQRW5HPHPEHUEHWWHUWRZULWHIRU\RXUVHOIDQG
have no public, than write for public and have no self. One still might dig 
\RXRXWRQH¿QH:\RPLQJGDZQZKLOHEXOOGR]LQJDKROHWREXU\WKHIRROV
As for my taste, the most originality a writer can honestly achieve is to 
VWHDOZLWKDQH[TXLVLWHMXGJPHQW(YHU\WKLQJEHORQJVWRWKHLQVSLUHGDQG
dedicated thief. Words, colors, light, sounds, stone, wood, bronze, belong 
to the living artist. They belong to anyone who can use them. Loot the 
0XVLOHVWDEOLVKPHQW$EDVO¶RULJLQDOLWpWKHVWHULOHDQGDVVHUWLYHHJRWKDW
imprisons us as it creates. We are not responsible. Steal anything in sight 
and hope to get caught. 
,¶OOWDNHWKHULVNRIVRXQGLQJORZSULFHGEXWWKHRQO\WLPH,DFWXDOO\TXRWHG
WKHVRXUFHLQRQHRIP\HDUO\VWRULHVWKUHHHGLWRUVRID¿FWLRQVLWHDWWDFNHG
PHLQVLQNDFFXVLQJPHRISODJLDULVP,JXHVVWKDW¶VKRZWKH\NQHZ,WLV
most embarrassing for a writer to have to point out such things himself.
'RVWRHYVN\¶V7KH'RXEOHLVKLVEHVWZRUNWKRXJKDQREYLRXVDQGVKDPHOHVV
LPLWDWLRQRI*RJRO¶V1RVH,FRPHWRKHLVWIURP&DHVDUQRWWRSUDLVHKLP
he did enough himself. Listen to what my favorite literary gendarme, Pliny 
WKH(OGHUKDGWRVD\OLYHRQ<RX7XEHDOEHLWZLWKLQFOHDUO\PRUHOLWHUDWH
environment: ‘In comparing various authors with one another, I have 
discovered that some of the gravest and latest writers have transcribed, 
ZRUGIRUZRUGIURPIRUPHUZRUNVZLWKRXWPDNLQJDFNQRZOHGJPHQW¶&U\
beloved belles-lettres! 
Taken from the altered angle, writing is an occupation in which you have 
to keep proving your talent to people who have none, then end up being 
passionately punished for it. As if there are innocent readers – what are 
WKH\GRLQJKHUHLQWKH¿UVWSODFH"3HRSOHUHDGLQRUGHUWRFRQ¿UPZKDW
they already have in their heads and so they fail to see what is in front of 
them. Writing is not viewed as a serious chagrin, rather a place of strange, 
EL]DUUH DQG LOORJLFDO RFFXUUHQFHV ZKHUH ZH FDQ D̆RUG QRW WR GR ZKDW
common sense demands otherwise. Most readers will never understand 
the guises that cannot ever occur with any precision. They are too colossal 
and too imposing to be contained in mere facts. They are merely trying 
to occur, they are checking whether the ground of reality can carry them. 
And they quickly withdraw, fearing to lose their integrity in the frailty of 
realization.
In 1979, I paid an unannounced visit to Danilo Kiš when he lived in the 10th 
arrondissement, near the Canal St. Martin, which emerged in one of Alfred 
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6LVOH\¶VRLOV$OUHDG\VHSDUDWHGIURPKLVZLIH0LUMDQD'DQLORPLVWUHDWHGD
nice apartment into a bachelor pad: empty cans of tuna, a half-full bottle 
RI&KDWHDXGX%UHXLOFDOYDGRVDVKWUD\VRYHUÀRZLQJZLWK*DXORLVHVEXWWV
,SUHIHUUHG*LWDQHVVDQV¿OWHUP\VHOI6RPHµROG¶JX\ZDVVQRULQJRQWKH
GLYDQEHOO\XSµ:KR¶VWKLVVRUU\GUXQNKHORRNVOLNHDUHWLUHGVWUHHW¿JKWHU
WKXV KDV WR EH D SRHW \RX FDQQRW SDLQWZLWK ¿VWV OLNH WKHVH¶ *RRG ROG
KXPRUZDVQHYHU'DQLOR¶VIRUWHVRKLVUHVSRQVHFDPHGHDGVHULRXVµ+HLV
a writer and a poet actually, his name is Milan Kundera. Just stripped of 
KLV&]HFKFLWL]HQVKLSWZRPRQWKVDJR¶
µ)RUJHWWKHPDQLVKHDQ\JRRGDVDZULWHU±,ZRXOGGRXEWVR-XVWGRQ¶W
EHSROLWHZKHUHSROLWHQHVVLVUXGH'DQLOR¶0\VPLOHKDGDOOWKHIXOOÀHGJHG
arrogance of a 25-year-old who wrote a few stories and published none. 
We sat for an hour, discussing the reaction to his The Anatomy Lesson – 
a book-essay about writing and politics in the Balkans, its title inspired 
E\ 5HPEUDQGW¶V  RLO 7KH $QDWRP\ /HVVRQ RI 3URIHVVRU 1LFRODHV
7XOS6LPLODUWR'DQLOR¶VVHQVLELOLW\WKRVH'XWFKPDVWHUVKDGKDUGO\DQ\
LPDJLQDWLRQRUIDQWDV\EXWWKHLUJRRGWDVWHDQGWKHLUVFLHQWL¿FNQRZOHGJH
of composition were enormous. Then I departed, leaving Kundera to his 
calvados trance. 
There have been so many interpretations of this story since its introduction 
LQ(YHQ.XQGHUDKDGKLVVD\DERXWWKHVQRULQJHSLVRGHDWRQHSRLQW
– a benevolent comment indeed.  
,ZULWHWKLVZLWKDGUDZOVWUDLJKWR̆WKHSDJHVRI)DXONQHU
p o e t r y
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for/after Etheridge Knight
Fuck MFA programs, MFer.  Low-res, too.  I never went 
to sleepaway camp—too expensive.  Fuck paywalls and 
IXFNSRHWU\FRQWHVWV(QWU\IHHV(QWU\IHHV(QWU\IHHV
)XFNLI,GRQ¶WKDYHDJDVWDQNWR¿OOUHJXODUXQOHDGHG
I let it bother me.  Fuck poems that resort to Fucking:  
Fuck fellowships and grants and fellows and grantees and 
all that you routinely take for granted.  Fuck all idols 
H[FHSW(WKHULGJH.QLJKW)XFNµHP,ZLOOZDWFKP\GDXJKWHU
whee down the slide for eternity:  Fuck your nomination:  
)XFN\RXU¿QDOLVWVWDWXV)XFN\RXU)DFHERRN\RXU7ZLWWHU
\RXUVRFLDOJDWKHULQJ)XFN\RXUVDORQ([FOXVLRQ([FOXVLRQ
([FOXVLRQ)XFNFRQYH\HUEHOWSRHPV&RQWDLQHUVKLSSRHPV
&DSLWDOLVWPRGHRISURGXFWLRQSRHPV,MXVWJRWDSDUWWLPHMRE
R̆&UDLJVOLVWFOLPELQJVFD̆ROGLQJZDVKLQJZLQGRZV
with toddler-sized squeegees:  Cash:  Under-the-table.  Fuck 
\RXUSRHPLW¶VRYHUP\KHDG,QHHGDQDS,¶PDUHDOWKHUHDOHVW
FUDQN\SDQWV,¶PDSLOO,¶PD7KHUHPLQSOD\LQJWHUURULVW
,¶PRQWKHWHUURUOLVW7KHGRQRWÀ\OLVW)XFN\RXUVHOI<RXU
VHO¿H<RXUPHWD,¶PFDOOLQJP\XQLRQUHSULJKWQRZ
Lord:  Lord:  Lord:  Lord:  Lord:  Lord:  Lord:  Lord:  Lord:
)XFNWKH(YDQJHOLFDOELOOERDUGVLQWKHKHDUWODQG)XFNWKH
atheist billboards at the Lincoln Tunnel helix.  Oh my God:
7KH¿UVWWLPHP\GDXJKWHUVSRQWDQHRXVO\VPLOHGDWPH2K
)XFNWKH,RZD:ULWHUV¶:RUNVKRS)XFNEHLQJEODFNOLVWHG
Being bought:  Fuck the Big 5:  I write it out in a verse:  
Fuck harper-collins:  Fuck penguin random house:  Fuck simon
DQGVFKXVWHU)XFNKDFKHWWH)XFNPDFPLOODQ)RUUXQQLQ¶
WKDWZDQQDEH%LJ:LOOLHVKLW,KDYHQ¶WSDLGIRUDKDLUFXWLQ\HDUV
:HGRQ¶WOLNH/RULQ6WHLQZHGHFLGH,KDYHDVWDEOHDQG
IXO¿OOLQJPDUULDJHDQGDOLPLWHGYRFDEXODU\)XFNWKHULJJLQJ
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(14%4;+0)176
p o e t r y
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
 Daphne prefers being a tree to hooking up. 
What the hell do you tell a god after that?
 I look for something to say, meaning I quietly wonder
why Apollo would grind on a bar waitress like a buck 
 on a sapling. In the cold, my breath and his smoke 
ORRNOLNHWKHVDPHWKLQJEXWWKHJRGRISRHWU\¶VDORQH
 LQDSX̆\FRDWDWDEDUSDWLRWKDWVPHOOV
OLNHEHHUSLVVDQGPD\EHHYHU\RQHRQ(DUWKIHHOVWKLV
 way when he does. I leave him in a cloud mumbling, let’s see 
them make the sun rise, in the most beautiful damn voice 
 ,¶YHHYHUKHDUG$JUL̇QURDUV,NQRZIRUKLPZKLOH,XQORFN
my house then fall asleep singing rolling stones, happy and sad 
 IRUKLPDQGPHNQRZLQJLW¶VWLPHIRUKLPWREULQJOLJKWRQ-DSDQ
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what is this thing
in me
that isn’t mine?
 was his tender, his persecution, a drifting wood to fall, to fallen, to 
ÀRRUVXFKWLOHVDUHDULYHUFOHDQVLQJDZD\WKHGLUWOLNHLYRU\KDQGVUXEELQJ
KHUGLUWLHGPHQVWUXDOFORWKE\DURFN¿VKHVIHHGLQJRQWKHRSDTXHKHLV
delivered to the ocean, of salt he was unable to taste while breathing
MARIEL #.10<1
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At the time that his father died in the hospital, the artist Donald Rodney 
was somewhere else—another hospital, in fact—receiving treatment for 
sickle cell anemia. That was the disease which would kill him three years 
ODWHU,GLGQ¶WNQRZWKLVZKHQ,VDZWKHSKRWRJUDSKZKLFKZDVGXULQJWKH
¿UVWWLPH,ZHQWWR7DWH%ULWDLQDQGDOVRWKH¿UVWWLPH-HGDQG,ZHUHLQ
/RQGRQWRJHWKHU0D\EH,¶GKDYHORRNHGDWLWGL̆HUHQWO\
 ,QWKHSKRWRWKHUHLVDFORVHXSYLHZRIDPDQ¶VRSHQSDOPKROGLQJ
DVPDOOJUH\LVKEURZQKRXVH6KHOWHULQJLW7KHKRXVHLVWLQ\ÀLPV\KHOG
together by only two rusty nails. It seems to be constructed of paper, but 
LWLVQ¶WEHIRUHKHGLHG'RQDOG5RGQH\KDGVNLQJUDIWVUHPRYHGIURPKLV
body as part of his treatment. So that was what he used. The title of the 
work was “In the House of My Father”. 
-HGVDLGKHZRQGHUHGZKDWWKDWFRXOGPHDQ,GLGQ¶WNQRZ7KHZRPDQ
beside us mumbled something to an older lady about how the house was 
a structure unable to support itself, or withstand the slightest turbulence. 
³/LNHDIDPLO\´-HGZKLVSHUHGWRPHUDWKHUSRLQWHGO\³:KLFKZH¶UHQRW
That seems to make sense.” 
,GLGQ¶WPLQGKLPVD\LQJWKDWWKRXJKWKHZRPDQJDYHPHDSLW\LQJORRN,
had an urge to tell her that she had gotten it all wrong. 
/LWWOHGL̆HUHQFHWKDWZRXOGKDYHPDGH
We had already been to many museums, seen so many pale, classical, 
glassy-eyed Madonnas cradling their perfect infants. It was always that—
PRWKHUDQGFKLOG6RPHKRZWKLVZDVGL̆HUHQW,ZDQWHGWRNQRZPXFKLW
would hurt if the hand were to clench, to crush the translucent, dead skin 
DQG VKDUSQDLOV XQWLO DOO WKDWZDV OHIW RI WKH KRXVHZDV ÀDNHV0D\EH D
father would be able to do what a Madonna would not. Or maybe the house 
could fall apart by itself, slowly and silently, from the inside that we could 
not see. 
And then only the photograph would be left as proof—a testament to the 
eyes that, once, the house had stood whole. Despite how fragile the balance 
JESSICA .+
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had been. 
,ZDVDQJU\DW-HG²ZHZHUHKDYLQJDORQJRQJRLQJ¿JKWDERXWZKHWKHURU
not he wanted me to meet his children, or if I wanted to see them, and also 
DERXWRWKHUWKLQJVWKDW,¶YHVLQFHIRUJRWWHQ,¶PVXUHKHWKRXJKW,ZDVEHLQJ
FKLOGLVK6RPHWLPHV,ZDVEHFDXVHKH¶GOHWPHJHWDZD\ZLWKLW
6LQFHZHZHUHRQYDFDWLRQZHKDGSXW WKLVDUJXPHQWDVLGH IRUDZKLOH
DQGEHWZHHQUXVKLQJIURPRQHWRXULVWDWWUDFWLRQRUIULHQG¶VKRXVHWRWKH
next, we were too tired to talk much, even when we were alone. By the 
HQGRI$XJXVWZHZRXOGEH LQ:LQQLSHJEDFNKRPH MXVWDV WKH WHUULEOH
summer heat died down—and whatever would happen between us then 
ZDVDQRWKHUPDWWHU,¿JXUHGWKDWLIKHGLGQ¶WJLYHLQ,ZRXOGKDYHWR1R
doubt my mother would disapprove—after all, she considered it weak to 
JLYHLQWRDQ\RQHOHWDORQHDPDQ²VR,ZRXOGQ¶WWHOOKHUZKHQ,FDOOHG
 The next week we went to Paris, where Jed had family. Our plan 
was to stay with his aunt in her Left Bank apartment for a week, and then 
spend the rest of the summer in Marseille.
 I wondered what his aunt would think of me. I imagined she would 
ORRNWKHVDPHZD\DV-HG¶VPRWKHU²KHKDGVKRZQPHDSKRWR7KH\KDG
borne such a close resemblance to each other, with the same watery green 
eyes and dark hair that was almost black. 
 7KH¿UVWWKLQJ,QRWLFHGDERXW7DQLZDVKRZ\RXQJVKHZDV6KH
DSSHDUHGWREHWKHVDPHDJHDV-HGZKRZDV¿IW\WKUHH$WWKDWWLPH,KDG
MXVWWXUQHGWZHQW\VL[
 And she was lively, too. When she spoke, or listened to you, her 
IDFHZDVDOZD\VÀXVKHGZLWKHQWKXVLDVP,WPDGH\RXIHHORQHGJHHYHQ
as you had to like her immediately. Sometimes I thought she looked at Jed 
DQGPHIXQQ\²EXWWKHQDJDLQVKHZDVQ¶WWKHRQO\RQHDQGRWKHUZLVHVKH
was quite nice.
7DQLWROGPHWKDWVKHZDVWKHKDOIVLVWHURI-HG¶VPRWKHUEXWVKHDQG-HG
were born only one year apart. (“You were probably wondering about that,” 
she said with a smile.) The two of them had, in fact, been like brother and 
VLVWHUZKLOH JURZLQJXS$QGDIWHU-HG¶VPRWKHUKDGGLHGKHKDG VSHQW
PRUHDQGPRUHWLPHDW7DQL¶VKRXVH7KH\UDQWKURXJKWKH¿HOGV²7DQL¶V
IDWKHUZDVDZKHDWIDUPHU²DQGKLGRXWVLGHZKHUHWKHDGXOWVFRXOGQRW¿QG
them. And they played all kinds of games, sometimes with other children 
DQGVRPHWLPHVMXVWE\WKHPVHOYHV
6KH¶GEHHQWHOOLQJPHVWRULHVDERXWWKHLUFKLOGKRRGZKLOH-HGKDGJRQHRXW
to buy groceries, and the two of us were having a drink on the patio. Then 
she learned forward, as if deep in thought.
“Do you think that sounds like fun?” she asked, suddenly.
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I said it did. 
“So do I,” she laughed. “Those were probably the best years of my life, but I 
guess I only see it that way now. La vie en rose, as the French say.”
$QG,GLGQ¶WNQRZZKDWWRVD\WRWKDW
 Jed and I stayed together in the guest bedroom. That went without 
VD\LQJ :H¶G VWRSSHG²ORQJ DJR²PDNLQJ WKH PLVWDNH RI OHWWLQJ SHRSOH
assume what our relationship was. 
 He tousled my hair. I let my head rest in the crook between his 
neck and collarbone. We were in a new place, and it was if all the pent-
up irritation—or rather, frustration at not knowing where each of us was 
headed, or even where we wanted to go—had lifted like a veil. I suppose it 
was still there, but only in the background, only a hum.
 ³,¶PVRVRJODGZHFDPH´,VDLG
 “So am I.”
 ³7RJHWKHU,PHDQ,GRQ¶WOLNHWUDYHOOLQJDORQH´
 There was a little wooden hand mirror—silver, hand-carved—
UHVWLQJRQWKHEHGVWDQG,SLFNHGLWXSDQGORRNHGDWRXUUHÀHFWLRQV:H
looked good, not in the way of those shiny celebrity couples on magazines, 
but as two people who had gotten used to each other. I depended on him 
DVWKHIDWKHU,¶GQHYHUKDG²WKRXJK,ZRXOGKDYHQHYHUEHHQDEOHWRDGPLW
this to myself, and I think in some ways, he needed me to. Knowing this, I 
was a little scared to look at ourselves like how others sometimes did. So I 
turned away. 
 %HVLGHV WKH KDQG PLUURU WKH HQWLUH DSDUWPHQW ZDV ¿OOHG ZLWK
REMHFWVOLWWOHWKLQJVWKDW7DQLKDGFROOHFWHGRYHUWKH\HDUVDQGHDFKKDGD
story. Some of them Jed recognized. A glass model of a cruise ship, which 
KHU¿UVWKXVEDQGKDGERXJKWIRUKHU6KHKDGPHWKLPZKLOHVLQJLQJRQD
cruise, and it had been he who brought her to France. Jed said that when 
he visited a few years ago, it had been on the mantelpiece and not in a 
corner of the guest room. There was also a clay handprint of her niece. And 
that portrait of herself, which an old friend had painted. It hung on the wall 
facing the bed, looking straight down at you with its unreadable green eyes. 
 7KHFLW\ZDVEHDXWLIXOMXVWOLNH,KDGVHHQLQ¿OPVEXWDOVRPRUH
alive. The three of us spent our mornings biking along the Seine, or having a 
ODWHEUHDNIDVW,WZDVDOZD\VVXQQ\ZKHQZHZHUHWKHUHWKHOLJKWVFDWWHUHG
like gold dust throughout the streets. In the afternoons, we did the usual 
WRXULVWWKLQJVWKH/RXYUHWKH7RXU'¶(L̆HO7DQLZDVRXUJXLGH
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
For dinner, we always went to the same place: Les Noces de Jeanette. 
6RPHWLPHV RQH RI 7DQL¶V IULHQGVZRXOG FRPH DORQJ²DOZD\VPHQ0RVW
of them were handsome and all of them were charming and attentive. I 
WKLQN7DQLWRRNSULGHLQKDYLQJWKHPZDQWHGWRVKRZWKHPR̆RQHE\RQH
almost the way a mother would.
What did we talk about? The normal things, I suppose—people and places. 
:HWRRNWXUQVWHOOLQJMRNHVDQGIXQQ\VWRULHV7DQLZDVJUHDWDWWKDW\RX
FRXOGWHOOE\WKHÀXVKRQKHUFKHHNV
 And in all likelihood, this is how I probably would have remembered 
KHU²ORYHO\ HDJHU SURXG²LI LWZHUHQ¶W IRUZKDW KDSSHQHG DIWHUZDUGV ,
would have seen her the way she wanted to be seen, which was almost a 
cartoon version of herself, with no insecurities and hardly a past. 
To be fair, I was also doing the same thing. I might have realized that if I 
KDGQ¶WEHHQWU\LQJVRKDUGQRWWR
 One night—I think it was a few days after we had originally planned 
to leave for Marseille—we went to the restaurant again. This time it was 
only Jed, Tani and me. Maybe it was meant to be a farewell dinner, though 
,GRQ¶WWKLQNLWZDV$WWKDWSRLQWZH¶GEHHQKDYLQJDJRRGWLPHDQGDOORXU
plans were up in the air. Whether or not Jed and I would stay longer, or if 
Tani would come with us to Marseille, was undecided. 
 $Q\ZD\V,JXHVVZH¶GDOOKDGWRRPXFKWRGULQNE\WKHWLPHGLQQHU
FDPH7DQLORRNHGDOLWWOHVWUDQJHKHUIDFHZDVVKDUSHUDQGPRUHÀXVKHG
when she looked at us. The conversation seemed perfectly harmless—at 
¿UVWZHKDGWDONHGDERXWWKHSDLQWLQJVLQWKH0XVHH'¶2UVD\ZKLFKZHKDG
MXVWVHHQDQGVRPHKRZWKHWDONVORZO\GULIWHGWRFKLOGKRRG
I listened as Jed and Tani reminisced. They traded memories about the 
WKHSUDQNVWKH\KDGSXOOHGDQGWKHWURXEOHWKH\¶GJRWWHQLQWRDVDUHVXOW
(YHQWXDOO\WKH\VWRSSHGWU\LQJWRLQFOXGHPH,IRFXVHGRQFXWWLQJP\VWHDN
into squares, and then smaller squares.
 7KHQWKH\WDONHGDERXWZKDWKDSSHQHGDIWHUZDUGV$IWHU7DQL¶V¿UVW
husband had left her for a younger woman, she had travelled throughout 
(XURSHRQKHURZQXQWLOVKHUDQRXWRIPRQH\DQGKDGWRUHWXUQ6KHJRW
DQHZER\IULHQGDQGDMREWUDQVODWLQJDUWLFOHVDQGVKHVWDUWHGHDWLQJDORW
when she was bored. It had been hard to lose both the boyfriend and the 
weight, but at last she had managed to turn her life around again, escape a 
IDWHWKDWVKHGLGQ¶WZDQW
 Meanwhile, Jed had graduated college—near the top of his class—
and married young. (It had been a shotgun wedding.) He and his wife had 
UDLVHGDER\DQGDJLUODQGWKHQWKH\ZHUHMXVWULFKHQRXJKDQGQRWWRRROG
WRGLYRUFH7KHQKH¶GPHWPH
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 “Of course you did,” Tani said, with a sudden edge to her voice. 
³0HQ DUH DOZD\V OLNH WKDW²DOZD\V WU\LQJ WR WUDGH XS$UHQ¶W WKH\"´ 6KH
looked at me. 
 1RRQHHOVHVDLGDQ\WKLQJ(YHQWKHQ,UHDOL]HGWKDWVKHZDVWDONLQJ
about herself more than she was talking about me - there was a look of 
meanness on her reddened face. The easy cheeriness was gone. 
 ³%XWWKHLUSUREOHPLV´VKHFRQWLQXHG³WKH\GRQ¶WUHDOL]HWKDWZKDW
WKH\¶UHJHWWLQJLVQ¶WDQXSJUDGHDWDOO´
I wanted Jed to say something, anything. I was waiting, with a half-baked 
sense of expectation, for him to stand up for me, but he lowered his head 
instead. He had such a heavy look of embarrassment on his face—whether 
KHZDVHPEDUUDVVHGRIPH7DQLRUKLPVHOI,FRXOGQ¶WWHOO7KHZDLWHUZDV
hovering around the table, wanting to collect our plates but not sure if it 
ZDVWKHULJKWWLPH$OO,NQHZZDVWKDW,GLGQ¶WZDQWWREHWKHUHDQ\PRUH
 I was on my way to the washroom when I slipped out of the 
restaurant. Into the dark, trailing behind a group of twenty-something 
3DULVLDQV7KHDLUZDVFRRODQGIUHVKOLJKWHUWKDQWKHDLULQVLGH,WGLGQ¶W
VHHPOLNHDVLOO\GHFLVLRQDFRQVFLRXVGHFLVLRQ²MXVWDQRWKHUZD\WRJR,
followed the group at a distance to the Metro. Then I got on a train. 
 7KHQDPHVRIHDFKVWDWLRQÀDVKHGE\%RXFLFDXW$XEHU5XH6DLQW
Maur, Bonne Nouvelle—I knew the meaning of that was Good News. And 
at each station, there was the same broadcast: attention à la marche en 
descendant du train. Mind the gap between the train and the station.   
 3OHDVHGRQ¶WIDOOLQ
 ,W¶VDZRQGHUKRZ,IRXQGP\ZD\KRPHWKDWQLJKW
 , UHDOL]H QRZ WKDW ,¶YH QHYHUPHQWLRQHG KRZ -HG DQG ,PHW $W
college I had been studying to become a high school teacher, and he was 
one of my instructors. A year after I graduated, we ran into each other 
again at the grocery store. And started up a conversation. He was very nice 
to me, and one thing led to the next. It felt natural, at the time—though in 
retrospect, everything that has lost meaning in my life now seems distant. 
,W¶VHDVLHUWRIRUJHWKXPLOLDWLRQWKDQWRGZHOORQLW
 %XWVRPHWLPHV,FDQ¶WKHOSEXWWKLQNDERXWWKHWZRRIWKHP-HG
and Tani. Jed and I still live in the same city, and occasionally we bump 
into each other. (Once I was with my new boyfriend, who is also a teacher 
DQGZRUNVDWWKHVDPHVFKRRO:KHQWKLVKDSSHQVZHDUHSROLWHZHDUH
awkward around each other. There is always a tension—as if one of us is 
close to apologizing for something that happened in the past, but never 
actually does. 
 2IFRXUVH,GRQ¶WKDYHDQ\FRQWDFWZLWK7DQL3HUKDSVVKHLVVWLOO
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
living in the same apartment. Perhaps she has met the man of her dreams 
and gone away with him, distancing herself from her past every time she 
sheds the skin of a former self.  
 And when I think about them, I also think about how amazing it is, 
how paradoxical—that sometimes the same people who bring you closer to 
home can, in the end, lead you further away from yourself. All the things 
they must have known about each other, long before I met him, and I was 
WKHRXWVLGHUZKRGLGQ¶WZDQWWRUHDOL]HLW,ZRXOGKDYHJLYHQDQ\WKLQJWR
not realize it—for a while I was willing let go of any pride I had left. But, in 
the end, I had to stop. It felt like leaving a house you felt safe in, a house 
you wanted to hide in forever, even as the walls started to tremble around 
you.
p o e t r y
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I am not lonely
on top of the world.
There is great company
in the distance.
DARREN &'/#4''
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7KHSKRQHULQJVLQWKHPLGGOHRIWKHQLJKW6KH¶V
KHVLWDQWEXW VKHDQVZHUV ,W¶V WKHKRVSLWDO7KH\
KDYH D SDWLHQW MXVW WUDQVIHUUHG RXW RI LQWHQVLYH
care. Morris Baxter. “He listed you as his 
HPHUJHQF\FRQWDFW´6KHVD\V³([FXVHPH"´7KH
voice on the phone tells her, “Baxter,” and she 
hangs up. She assumes it is a prank. But then she 
starts to wonder. Do I know a Morris? Have I ever 
met a Morris? 
She takes a cab to the hospital. They show her to 
KLVURRP6KHGRHVQ¶WNQRZWKHPDQ
The next day, Morris opens his eyes. He rolls over 
and he stands up. When they discharge him, he 
¿QGVKHUZDLWLQJRXWVLGHLQDWD[L
CHAD *#0510
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on the Jersey barrier
where the bike trail turns
VKDUSIURP*UHHQ¿HOG
to 2nd Avenue
so you have to slow
down and take a long 
look at it.
 (DFKWLPH,PDNH
the turn, the words assault me. 
,¶YHQHYHUXQGHUVWRRG
JUḊWL¶VSD\R̆IRUVKDULQJ
the crass or inscrutable.
I ring my bell, approaching
that blind curve, in case
VRPHRQH¶VKHDGHGP\ZD\
The sleek kits of the faux racers
mock my bell with stealth-
passing, no word or warning,
kind or not. I ring my bell,
out only to get my grizzled 
H[HUFLVH,¶GVHOO\RXLFHFUHDP
and innocence if I could
stabilize the weight, though
back in the age of acne, I myself 
ZDVÀ\LQJRYHUKDQGOHEDUV
JIM &#0+'.5
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crass and inscrutable. Today, 
cloudy Sunday threat hovering, 
I make the turn, and:
I Love PUrty PussyCATS.
6RPHWLPHVLWGRHVQ¶WWDNHPXFK
to twist the world into something half-
sweet. It rains, it pours, this old man
GRHVQ¶WVQRUHGRHVQ¶WSOD\QLFNNQDFN
on your door. This old man makes
the turn. He rings his bell. 
f i c t i o n
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 Karla Ross married Gary Gilcrest. Mel Ross married Ginger 
Holmes. Mel did not particularly want to marry Ginger, but, three weeks 
after the divorce from Karla, there she was, married to Gary Gilcrest. It got 
Mel to wondering.
 How could someone marry someone so soon after seventeen 
\HDUV"6HYHQWHHQ\HDUVZDVDGDPQHGORQJWLPH6RPHRQHFRXOGQ¶WMXVWJHW
over seventeen years like that, no convalescence, no transition, not even a 
hangover.
 Mel and Gary were friends. Gary and his wife Marilyn were at 
parties where Karla and Mel were. Gary and Marilyn went to baseball 
JDPHVZLWK.DUODDQG0HO.DUODDQG0HOKDGGLQQHUDW*DU\DQG0DULO\Q¶V
and vice versa. Mel tried to remember something wrong, but how could he 
remember anything when there was nothing to remember? Mel thought 
about it and thought about it. Then he got mad. So after a while, Mel 
married Ginger Holmes.
 8QGHUVWDQG*LQJHUZDVDOOULJKW6KHZDVPD\EHDELWÀLJKW\EXW
not complicated, like Karla. It bothered Mel to think that he might have 
remarried out of spite or pride or some crap about betrayal. The thought 
WKDW.DUODZDVR̆ZLWK*DU\*LOFUHVWEHLQJKDSS\LQDZD\WKDWVKHKDGQRW
been happy with him, made Mel squirm. It kept Mel awake at night, even 
after he and Ginger had made love.
 Mel went over it in his mind: the time Karla and he were together, 
how they had met, the things they did, the places they went. He held a 
magnifying glass to things he had never looked at, like how he loved 
WKHVLOHQFHRI MXVW VLWWLQJXQGHU WKH ODPSDWHYHQLQJZLWK.DUOD UHDGLQJ
newspapers and books and not going anywhere, or the quiet attention to 
Turner Classic Movies or the History Channel. Always he was Mel Ross, 
the Mel Ross she had met that night at the bar in Café Cher, the Mel Ross 
she had married and lived with, one day at a time, until the days made 
seventeen years, the life of Karla and Mel Ross together. What the hell! All 
RICHARD &1-';
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he had ever done was be Mel Ross. 
 Mel did not want the divorce. That night, after dinner, when she 
told him she wanted out, he felt he had been kicked in the balls. It was 
terrifying to think of everything without Karla - the furniture, the drapes, 
the knick-knacks on the mantel, the grandfather clock ticking in the 
hallway, tucking him to sleep, and no Karla asleep beside him, no Karla 
DQGWKHVPHOORIFR̆HHZKHDWWRDVWDQG.DUOD¶VVRDSLQWKHPRUQLQJQR
Karla when he sat alone under the lamp reading a book. He was a boy, and 
no mother to enter a darkened room.
 One day Mel saw Gary on West 53rd. Gary saw Mel and ran against 
the light to the other side of the street. The feeling that had cramped Mel, 
that now made him doubt so much, suddenly became hate. Mel hated Gary 
Gilcrest. He hated that Gary had forced him so far back that he doubted 
everything. It was not Mel or anything Karla had done. It was not Mel and 
Karla together and something that happened or did not happen. It was this 
son of a bitch Gary Gilcrest, his friend Gary, who had eaten at his house and 
at whose house Karla and he had eaten. Gary son of a bitch Gilcrest had 
VHGXFHGKLVZLIHKDGWDNHQKHUULJKWIURPXQGHUKLVQRVH*DU\¶VPRXWK
VWX̆HGZLWK0HO¶VSULPHULEDQG0HOODXJKLQJDQGNLGGLQJVPRNLQJKLV
FLJDUVRU VPRNLQJ*DU\¶V FLJDUV VLSSLQJEUDQG\ DQG.DUOD DQG0DULO\Q
chatting on the sofa in the living room about things women chat about, and 
*DU\WHOOLQJKLPDQRWKHURIKLVGLUW\VWRULHVSẊQJDQGVLSSLQJORRNLQJ
DW0HOZLWKEURZQGRJH\HVWKDWVDLG³:H¶UHSDOV´DQGDOOWKHZKLOHWKH
secret movings, perhaps a leg against a leg under the dining room table, or 
a look when no one was looking, a caress when Gary followed Karla into 
the kitchen for more ice or while he, Mel, was in the head relieving himself, 
while Mel answered the phone, while Mel went to the humidor for more 
FLJDUV,QWKHFOXWWHURIHYHU\GD\LQWKHPLOGHZHGUHSHWLWLRQVRI³:KDW¶V
QHZ0HO"´DQG³+RZ¶YH\RXEHHQ0HO"´DQG³0HOGLG\RXZDWFK'XWFK
0LOOHUSRXQG0DQQ\+HUQDQGH]LQWRWKHFDQYDVLQWKH)ULGD\QLJKW¿JKW"´
how could this son of a bitch friend come into his home, eat his prime rib, 
drink his brandy, be the pal of Mel Ross, then laugh and lie and plot with 
Karla and screw Karla someplace where neon lights tapped a naked wall?
 He was a fool. Mel Ross, the fool of grocery store novels and trite 
+ROO\ZRRG¿OPVWKHVHOIDVVXUHGIRROZKRQHYHUFRQVLGHUHGLQWKHFORVHW
of vanity, that the world could reach for him and shame him utterly. Karla 
and he had built a structure of stone. No crack could appear. No winter 
storm could throw down the walls or raze such lovely lassitude.
 <HW WKHUH LWZDV'RQ¶WGHQ\0HO'RQ¶WREIXVFDWH'RQ¶W MXVWLI\
Karla and Gary Gilcrest slept together behind your back. They said 
WKLQJVDQGGLGWKLQJVWRJHWKHUWKLQJVPD\EH\RX¶YHQHYHUHYHQWKRXJKW
about. Karla married this Gary Gilcrest, and poor Marilyn and poor 
Mel, disenfranchised aliens, were condemned to wander a wilderness of 
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
humiliation. 
It was not tolerable. He married Ginger Holmes because it was not 
tolerable. He did not truly love Ginger. He did not believe that Ginger truly 
loved him. Ginger had been married to that asshole Teddy Pendergast, the 
same Teddy Pendergast who was married now to Joyce Meadows, one of 
.DUOD¶VEHVWEXGGLHV
 :KDWDIRROWRWKLQNWKDWKHPLJKWHVFDSHWKHJHQHUDOFRQÀDJUDWLRQ
What tragic irony, what absolute folly to discover that his own life was 
ZULWWHQLQDJURFHU\VWRUHQRYHOLQDWUDVK\+ROO\ZRRG¿OPWKDWKLVOLIHZDV
MXQNIRRGVHUYHGRQWKHUXQ:DVKHDQDVVKROHOLNHHYHU\RWKHUDVVKROH"
Was nothing special about Karla or about Mel and Karla together? Was 
Mel himself not special? The greatest humiliation of all was that the world 
had leveled him, the way it leveled every other poor son of a bitch.
 Mel crossed the street. Gary was halfway down the block, a cell 
SKRQH LQKLV HDU6XUHZDVQ¶W WKHEDVWDUG HYHQQRZ WHOOLQJ.DUOD DERXW
ZKRPKHKDGMXVWVHHQRQ:HVWUG"
 +DWUHGÀDUHGLQ0HO¶VKHDUW+HKXUULHGXSEHKLQG*DU\VHL]HGWKH
FHOOSKRQHDQGVPDVKHGLWWRWKHVWUHHW+HFOHQFKHGERWK¿VWVDQGVKRRN
WKHP LQ*DU\¶V IDFH+HNLFNHG*DU\ LQ WKH VKLQV UDQDFURVV:HVWUG
and disappeared into the crowd up Buckner Avenue. Mel strode a couple 
EORFNV+HVWRSSHGWKUHHWLPHVWRORRNEDFNWKHQVWHSSHGLQWR2¶5HLOO\¶V
and ordered a martini.
 Mel sat at the bar. His hands shook. He closed them around the 
stem of the glass. He looked into the mirror above the bar. His eyes were 
wide, unblinking. His face was red, as though it had been slapped.
 7KLV LVFUD]\KHWKRXJKW,W¶VFUD]\WRJLYHDZD\VRPXFKSRZHU
He wanted to go home, slam the door and never come out. But Ginger was 
home, doing her nails, primping, waiting for him to return so that they 
FRXOGGHFLGHZKHUHWRKDYHGLQQHU*LQJHUZDVQ¶WPXFKIRUFRRNLQJWKDWLV
VKHKDGFRRNHGEHIRUHDQGZDQWHGQRWKLQJPRUHWRGRZLWKVWẊQJODPE
chops, chopping vegetables, or baking bread. Mel did not blame Ginger for 
WKDW+H¿QLVKHGWKHPDUWLQLKDGDQRWKHUDQGZHQWKRPH
 Ginger was in the shower when he opened the door. She was 
singing. Mel looked about the room at what he had looked at so many times 
EHIRUH.DUODGLGQRWVLQJ7KDWZDVDGL̆HUHQFH
 Ginger had not expressed sympathy for redecorating. Mel had 
imagined that she would want to change everything. Second wives did 
that when they moved in with second husbands. But Ginger was not for 
IXUQLWXUH RUZDOOSDSHU*LQJHUZDV IRU IXQ$QGZK\ VKRXOGQ¶W KHZDQW
that now himself? He did not want to be contained, to see everything from 
a closet door. Still, in marrying him, had Ginger only moved into a motel?
 Mel called through the bathroom door to let her know he was 
home.
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
 ³+LVZHHWLH´VKHFDOOHGEDFN³+DYH\RX¿JXUHGRXWZKHUHZH¶UH
eating tonight?”
 ³1R,KDYHQ¶W+DYH\RX"´
 ³:HOOZH¶OOZRUNLWRXW´VKHVDLG³3RXUPHDJODVVZLOO\RX",¶OO
MXVWEHDPLQXWHPRUH´
 0HOZHQWLQWRWKHGHQ+HPDGHDGU\PDUWLQLIRUKLPVHOIDQG¿OOHG
a glass with Chardonnay for Ginger. Chardonnay was all that Ginger drank. 
7KDWZDV¿QH,QWKHORQJUXQ&KDUGRQQD\ZDVFKHDSHUWKDQJLQ
 7KLVFDQ¶WJRRQ0HOWKRXJKW)URPWLPHWRWLPHKHKDGWRUXQLQWR
Gary. Gary and he worked in the same building. He was sure to bump into 
Karla, at least Karla and Gary, in one of those nice restaurants they all went 
WR*LQJHUOLNHG$OIUHGR¶V,QIDFW0HOKDGVSRWWHG*LQJHUVHYHUDOWLPHVDIWHU
KHUGLYRUFHVLWWLQJDW$OIUHGR¶VZLWKVRPHRIKHUSDOVOHWWLQJLWDOOKDQJRXW
ZKHQ.DUODDQGKHZHUHLQ$OIUHGR¶VWRHDWRUZKHQ.DUODDQGKHDQG*DU\
and Marilyn went in together. Karla remarked about Ginger, and Marilyn 
said, “What a shame!” They sat together in a booth. Mel watched Ginger 
and the rest at the bar. “Shame” was not the right word. They laughed too 
loudly. Their skirts were too short. They crossed their legs into the aisle 
away from the bar. Yet there was something that Mel liked. He did not 
know what it was, but Ginger was all right, and that was something.
 0HOWKRXJKW,¶OOJRFUD]\LI,WKLQNDERXWLWRYHUDQGRYHU7KHFHOO
SKRQHEXVLQHVVZDVVWXSLG1RZWKHUH¶V WKDW ,WZDVVWXSLGDQG ORZDQG
PHDQ WRNLFN WKHVRQRIDELWFK7KHUH¶V WKDW WRR7KHQKH WKRXJKWZK\
KDWH*DU\¶VJXWVRU.DUOD¶VJXWV",GRQ¶WKDWH.DUOD,GRQ¶WHYHQPD\EHKDWH
Gary. I hate this cheap novel. I hate this cheap, lousy, trashy Hollywood 
PRYLHDQGHYHU\WKLQJWXUQLQJRXWMXVWWKHZD\LWZDVZULWWHQ,GLGQ¶WVHHLW
coming. The signs were everywhere. Sure, and Neville Chamberlain waved 
DSDSHUDQGSURFODLPHGSHDFHLQRXUWLPHDQGGLGQ¶WKHKDYHWKDWEDVWDUG
+LWOHU¶VVLJQDWXUHIRUSURRI"7KHUHLWLV0HOWKRXJKW<RXFDQ¶WFKDQJHWKH
world.
 Ginger came out of the shower. Her face shone. She pecked him on 
the cheek.
 ³,¶PUDYLVKHGKRQH\´VKHVDLG³+RZDERXW\RX"´
 “I could eat, all right,” he said.
 *LQJHU ODXJKHG ³7KDW¶V ZKDW , ORYH DERXW \RX 0HO´ VKH VDLG
³7KDWXQERXQGHGHQWKXVLDVP´+HEOLQNHG³,¶OOJHWGUHVVHG%HEDFNLQD
ML̆´6KHSRNHGKLVFKHVW³%HDGDUOLQJZLOO\RXDQGFKDQJHWKDWDZIXOWLH
7KHUH¶VDVSRWULJKWWKHUH´
 She went into the bedroom. She started to sing. He went to the hall 
mirror. What looked to be a fried amoeba was fastened to the blue silk. He 
removed the tie, then decided not to wear any damned tie at all.
 Ginger came out of the bedroom and said, “Say, that looks nice. 
Nice and casual. You look good casual, Mel. But now watch out for the 
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
shirt.” She winked.
 +HSDWWHGKHURQWKHDVVDQGVDLG³+RZDERXW&RVWDQ]D¶V"´
 ³&RVWDQ]D¶VLVRND\´VKHVDLG
 “Maybe fettuccine? What do you think? And a tossed salad.”
 ³7KDW¶VDOOULJKW´VKHVDLG
 ³2UODVDJQD´KHVDLG³7KH\KDYHJUHDWODVDJQD,¶OOZDVKXSWKHQ´
He walked into the bathroom.
 .DUODDQGKHKDGHDWHQSOHQW\RIWLPHVDW&RVWDQ]D¶VDQG*DU\DQG
Marilyn had made a foursome more times than he could remember. All 
WKH UHJXODU JDQJDWH DW&RVWDQ]D¶V7KHUHZDVQRRQH WR VD\KH FRXOGQ¶W
eat there, or anywhere else, for that matter. There were lots of places. It 
ZDVDELJWRZQ+HOLNHG&RVWDQ]D¶VDQGKRZKHFRXOGZDYHDWVRPHRQH
or someone could wave at him. Why should he be afraid of fettuccine or 
ODVDJQDZKLFKZDVKLVIDYRULWHDW&RVWDQ]D¶VRUHYHQWRUWHOOLQLRUZKDWHYHU
ZKHUHYHU":K\EHDIUDLGWKRXJKVRPHRQHPLJKWSRLQWDQGVD\³,VQ¶WWKDW
.DUODDQG*DU\"´RU³,VQ¶WWKDW*LQJHUDQG0HO"´RU³:KDWDVKDPH´+HOO
it was his space too. Should someone be allowed to take away his space?
 7KH\ZHQWWR&RVWDQ]D¶VDQGVDWLQDERRWK7KHZDLWHUEURXJKWWKH
menus. Mel looked around.
 “I want to go,” he said.
 ³*R"´*LQJHUUHSOLHG³:KDWIRU":HMXVWJRWKHUH´
 ³,NQRZ,MXVWZDQWWRJRVRPHSODFHHOVH´KHVDLG³&RPHRQ´
 ³<RX¶UHFUD]\´VKHVDLG³:HORYH&RVWDQ]D¶V´
 “We love other places too. Come on.”
 He pulled her out of the booth. They went to The Brick House. 
They went to Café Cher. They went to The Hungry Turtle.
 ³0HO´*LQJHUVDLG³:KDWWKHKHOO¶VJRWWHQLQWR\RX",¶PVWDUYLQJ
here.”
 ³,ZDQWWR¿QGWKHULJKWSODFH´KHVDLG
 ³7KH\¶UHDOOWKHULJKWSODFH´VKHVDLG
 ³/HW¶VWU\$OIUHGR¶V´
 ³:HDWHDW$OIUHGR¶VODVWWLPH´VKHVDLG
 ³:HOOPD\EHZH¶OOHDWWKHUHDJDLQ&RPHRQ´
 $W $OIUHGR¶V .DUOD DQG *DU\ VDW EHVLGH HDFK RWKHU LQ WKH VDPH
booth where Mel and Karla had always sat. Karla and Gary were laughing 
and talking and eating.
 “I want to eat here,” Mel said.
 ³:HOODQ\KHUHLV¿QHZKHUHYHUKHUHLV´*LQJHUVDLG³:K\GLGQ¶W
ZHVWDUWKHUHLQWKH¿UVWSODFH"*LYHPHWKHGDPQHGPHQX0HO´
 Mel watched Gary and Karla, who were to one side of a pillar and 
could not see him easily.
 ³$IWHUDOOWKLV,ZDQWOREVWHU´*LQJHUVDLG³$OIUHGR¶VKDVWKHEHVW
lobster in town.”
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
 “There are other places with good lobster,” he said.
 ³6D\´*LQJHUVDLG³LVQ¶WWKDW.DUODDQG*DU\RYHUWKHUH"´
Mel called the waiter over. He told the waiter to serve a bottle of Chardonnay 
to the table by the pillar. The waiter fetched the bottle, went to the table, 
SXOOHGWKHFRUNDQG¿OOHGWZRWKLQVWHPPHGJODVVHV7KHZDLWHUSRLQWHG
Karla and Gary turned around.
 Mel sweated. He was glad he had not worn a tie. The sweat went 
down each side to his belt. It went down his back like a wet arrow. He looked 
straight at Karla and Gary. Karla and Gary looked back. They huddled and 
whispered and did not know what to do. Then Mel raised his glass. He 
smiled. Gary raised his glass. Mel looked at Karla. He held the glass high 
above his head and smiled. 
 ³0HO´*LQJHUVDLG³:KDW¶VJRLQJRQKHUH"´
 +HKDGJRWWHQR̆WKHODXQFKSDGWKHZURQJZD\WKDWZDVDOO,WZDV
necessary to recalibrate. Seventeen years of quiet, reading, and thought 
KDGEHHQSHUKDSVDQD̆URQWWR.DUOD¶VJUHJDULRXVQHVV3HUKDSVVROLWXGH
ZKHQ DFFXPXODWHG ZDV D GDUN HQHP\ RI MR\ 3RXULQJ OLTXRU IURP RQH
canister into another did not change the taste. There was hope in knowing 
WKLV+HPLJKW\HW¿QGWKHULJKWZD\WROLYH

ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
41/#4'$'#4&'04'8+5+6'&
ALLEN (144'56
i n k  a n d  w a t e r c o l o r 
1 2 ”  x  9 ”
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
19.5-7..
ELIAS +5*+$#5*+
d i g i t a l
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
&4#%121&
FRANCESKA /%%7..17)* 
t o o t h p i c k s  a n d  h o t  g l u e
5 ’  x  3 ’  x  1 ’
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
%+0&'4%10'64#+.
SANDRA 2417&/#0
p h o t o g r a p h y
1 2 0 0  p x  x  7 9 5  p x

p o e t r y
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
Is there another way to indicate
our commitment besides this
exchange of vulnerabilities
over oysters at a local dive where
ZHJRWVLFNRQFHEXWZH¶UHVWLOO
JRLQJ0\LQWHULRULVIUDJLOH¿OOHG
with holes the size of pearls or
EXOOHWV7KHUH¶VDEURNHQSDUW
of everyone that lies down
when you sing to it, like an insect
you swat and swat and then
it swells with its own blood.
There you are, in bed
next to me when I arrive,
the dog like a child in your
arms. We have sex to feel
FORVHHYHQWKRXJK,¶PSUHWW\VXUH
I despise you. My father calls
ZKHQZH¶UHGRQHWHOOVPHKHOHIW
in the middle of a Ronald Reagan
movie about war. It was too
conventional, he says, and you
and I laugh about that when
,¶PR̆WKHSKRQH
KATE .76<'4
4'674061014/#.%;
p o e t r y
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
Soft-hearted, beating
hard, 
I must look tough
wanting 
this gentleness
to be everywhere.
My rebellion opens.
DARREN &'/#4''
9'&0'5&#;/140+0)
p o e t r y
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
Her speech is coarse at 33 months –
it crackles against my ears,
like the textured shell of walnuts 
breaking between molars.
Or thick, garbled like sweet 
rice pudding, dotted pistachios
on its surface.
Often it disintegrates into cries – 
KHUIDFHVPROGHUVGH¿DQFH
hardens her screams, her lips, her chin,
OLNHWKHFRQJHDOHG¿OPRIPLONIDWRQFKDL
that clings to china, to the roof of the mouth.
“Is OK a word?” 
I ask.
“Do songs count?”
,OHDUQWKDWWKH\GRQ¶W
“One language” is the consensus, 
the preliminary prescription. 
I do not ask if I must stop looking 
at her in Urdu --
those monsoons, that august fort, 
the rolling belly of the Indus 
always gather behind my withering glance.
I hold inside the name I call her,
the cloying scent of ripe mangoes, 
the taste of honeyed paratha, 
the sound of lassi lapping against 
WKHFXUYHRIDMXJ0LWKL0DL0LVV6XJDU
it tastes sweeter in the native tongue.  
NOORULAIN 0114
$+.+0)7#.52''%*6*'4#2;
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ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
MARILEE 4+%*#4&5
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       Locals refer to Kanab as Little Hollywood
        The Saturday Evening Post 
                            1956
              
The mess tent smells of bacon 
DQGVDXVDJH:KHQWKH\DUHQ¶WZRUNLQJ
the doubles play poker.  Hey, Kemosabe, 
deal me some fuckin aces. My father 
has only a few years to live.  In a version 
LPDJLQHGEXWQRW¿OPHGKHVWXPEOHVRXW
catches his breath—a man astonished 
to see the sun.  I order eggs.  
7KH/RQH5DQJHU¶VGRXEOHJHWVFR̆HH
and pancakes.  A casual scan reveals
LW¶VQRW,QGLDQVEXWP\FRXVLQV
in make-up, milling around the set
where I drag my envy along like the animal
FKLOG,DP,QP\IDWKHUVWHSSHGR̆
WKHEXVRI::,,DQGRQWRWKHEDWWOH¿HOG
of himself.  His guitar is full of sad songs,  
WXPEOHUVRIVFRWFKDODVWJDVSD̆DLULQZKLFK
Julie Newmar plays a beautiful Indian 
nymphomaniac.7RGD\VKH¶OOVLGHVWURNH
her perfect body through an afternoon 
long on outdoor lights and insects. Some 
deaths are like drowning only easier,
like an overly friendly uncle who inhales 
all your oxygen and replaces it with CO, 
unexpected as rubber rocks 
RUDSURSSHGXSMDLO(YHQWKRXJK
,¶PQRWWKHUH,VHHLW,UHZLQGWKHVFHQH
play it over and over, horses galloping
like fools backward toward the ranch.
p o e t r y
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Call it a snake curling between the chords 
of a piano in your ribs, a snail that 
shimmies unharmed across the sharp part 
of a blade.  Call it simple. Call it a woman 
\RX¶YHQHYHUPHW$KRXVHLVDOZD\VROG
and there are many species of dark.
Call it a house or many species of dark. 
Call it a drunk watermelon salesman burning
KLVODVW¿HOGZKLOHPLOHVDZD\
children play the game of the dead 
astronaut. (They wander into the orchard 
and retrieve the farthest fruit and practice
WKHGL̇FXOWDUWRIFRPLQJKRPH
Call it gun metal rusting in the fences 
OLNHWKHZLQG¶VGLDPRQGWRRWK
while we have nothing to do but look, 
let the hours stake out our bones, admire 
what has learned to last.
JEFF 9*+60';
)4+'(
p o e t r y
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
:KHQWKH\GURSWKHLUÀHVKWRWKHÀRRU
like a baggy pair of shorts, 
DPDURRQMHUVH\ZLWKWKHQXPEHU
and a backwards baseball cap... 
I do my best to hang their scalps on hooks
 in the foyer.
,WKURZWKHWRUVR¶VRQWKHFHGDUFKHVW
 in the master bedroom.
But with the limp arms and languid legs 
,¶PW\SLFDOO\DWDORVVDQGFDQ¶W¿QGDQ\
SODFHZKHUHWKH\ZRQ¶WFOXWWHUWKLQJVXS
DQGJLYHR̆WKHRGRURIOLYLQJWKURXJK
a humid afternoon.  Blood comes out
 in cold water, of course. 
%XWLW¶VQRWP\ODXQGU\WRGRLVLW":K\
 FDQ¶WWKH\GRWKHLURZQ"
Finally, in spasms of tidiness, I gather 
the strewn muscle-memories in baskets.
,W¶VDSDWWHUQZLWKPH,GRQ¶WHYHQDVN
$IWHUDOOWKH\¶UHVWD\LQJLQP\KRXVH
My house,
 my rules, I say aloud...
And yet, the dead-beats only listen
 when it suits them.
SCOTT -+0&'42;.'
6*'%#57#.&4'551(6*'&'#&
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NOORULAIN 0114
My mother sings a voicemail
into the air -- 
her song reaches me hours later,
her hard-boiled Urdu becoming pliant 
in the low register of her voice. 
%\QRZWKHVXQLQLWVSHUHQQLDOMRXUQH\
has dwindled from her sight
and appeared outside my window, 
the tulips on the sill greet its powdery warmth --
KHUVN\DQGPLQHVRGL̆HUHQWIURPHDFKRWKHU
They tell me the tomb in my old neighborhood
of a little-known saint was razed --
townhomes stand there now.
,GRQ¶WOHDUQWKHIDWHRIDUGHQWSUD\HUV
in many textures -- yarn, pieces of cloth, twine --
WLHGWRDZHDU\ÀDJVWD̆DWWKHWKUHVKROG
<HDUVDJROLNHQDVFHQWKRSHWKRVHVWULQJVÀXWWHUHG
in the fragrant breeze of early evening,
swayed in the shadow of a lemon tree --
gone, too.
0\IDWKHUGRHVQ¶WGZHOORQQRVWDOJLD
instead, he says something about cholesterol 
and hypertension, 
about the body diminishing with age,
we talk as though there is no ocean parting us, 
and yet the distance invokes itself in innocent ways --
he sits at his breakfast table
while I prepare his granddaughter for bed,
ZHH[LVWLQGL̆HUHQWGD\VRIWKHZHHN
for twelve hours each day.
2'4/#0'064'5+&'0%;
ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ^
They tell me Amma Daani has died --
the old woman who went from house to house,
massaging almond oil into the scalp of children,
kneading their limbs, tut-tutting over how little they ate, 
and then cutting fat wedges of mangoes for each child.
She died peacefully, they tell me,
her sons were with her, 
she was not alone,
but no child she had cared for
could make it to the funeral.
p o e t r y
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CHAD *#0510
5#9&756
$IWHU FKXUFK -XG¶V VLVWHU DVNHG KLP DERXW WKH
woman his parents expected him to marry. “Do 
\RXORYHKHU"´+HVDLG³,FDQ¶W MXVWIDOO LQ ORYH
Did you?” She did not have to think. She said, 
“Sure.” She explained how she came to love Wyatt 
Smith. She told her brother how she gathered 
sawdust in her hand. She held the dust up to her 
nose, and then she pictured Smith. The smell of 
ZRRGPL[HGZLWK WKH LPDJHRIKHU¿DQFp7KDW
gave her the feelings that she needed to marry 
him. Now, she only has to smell sawdust on her 
birthday and on their anniversary. After dinner, 
Jud walks behind the house while the others talk 
LQIURQWRIWKH¿UHSODFH+HXQVFUHZVWKHWRSRQD
ÀDVN+HOLIWVLWWRKLVQRVWULOV7KHQKHWKLQNVRI
Margaret.
p o e t r y
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MARILEE 4+%*#4&5
It was one of the dads who showed me
the famous nude shot of Marilyn,
there in his garage where we neighborhood kids
hung out from time to time.  It was on
DFDOHQGDURULQWKDW¿UVWLVVXHRI3OD\ER\
,FDQ¶WUHPHPEHUZKLFKEXWKHZDVSURXGRILW
VKRZLQJLWR̆OLNHDJX\PLJKWVKRZR̆
a picture of his boat or grandchild.   Then
KHWROGPHWKDWKLVZLIHZRXOGQ¶WOLNH
that he had it, and for a few minutes
we stood there together, looking
at Marilyn with her back arched
and her head thrown back, a breast and nipple
in full view, her mouth open a little
like she wanted to tell me something.
I thought she was pretty.  I was eight or nine,
VWLOODFKHHUIXOJLUOZKRKDGQ¶W\HW¿JXUHGRXW
WKDWDPDQ¶VZRUNVKRSZDVKLVRZQSULYDWHSODFH
where intent could have its way in the time
LWWRRNWREORZDGXVWPRWHR̆DWZRE\IRXU
to decide the plaid skirt with pleats
would go best with your sensible shoes.
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,VDZWKHFDQGOHV¿UVW
There was no one else.
I must have lit them
  yesterday. 
DARREN &'/#4''
9'&0'5&#;/140+0)
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My neighbor calls his cat
named Meow Meow
and it does not come:
meow meow, meow meow,
here, meow meow.
He sounds more and more
cat. Half-cat. 53% cat. Some days 
,¿QGKLPVOHHSLQJLQRQHRIKLVFDUV
up on blocks in the yard.
Claws of ivy cling to brick,
crumbled steps to his door
PDUNHGR̆ZLWKFDXWLRQWDSH
like an archeological dig
or crime scene.
7KUHHDPKH¶VRXWFKRSSLQJZRRG
IRUKLVVWRYH²JDVVKXWR̆
HOHFWULFVKXWR̆ZULQJHUZDVKHU
rusting in his yard with two dead cars.
Night. Dark house. He is in 
there. Not even a candle.
Stalemated by life, he is calling
his cat: meow, meow. A voice 
hollowing out the night.
Meow Meow says nothing.
JIM &#0+'.5
2412'46;#55'55/'06
p o e t r y
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Sky across the windshield like dirty snow, 
sun sour as a lemon. I pull out 
P\QRWHERRNWU\WRGHVFULEHWKHVXQ¶VFRORU
in a way that will make the rain fall. 
,W¶VDP$OUHDG\,¶PLQDIRXOPRRG
DQG,GRQ¶WZDQWDQ\RQHWRVSRLOLW
%XWKH¶VFUDFNLQJMRNHVDJDLQ
my friend of ten years, maneuvering us 
WKURXJK$WODQWDWUḊF,UROOP\H\HV
as he laughs in great wheezes. 
7KHWUḊFVWRSV+HSXWVVRPHWKLQJ
in the tape deck. Not Queen again! I protest. 
%XWLW¶V/HV0LVHUDEOHVWKHGXHWVKDUS
and desperate, and I agree. 
He belts out the notes, not a bad singer. 
Come on, he says. Sing! 
,VLJKDQGJLYHXS¿JKWLQJ
We sing, me to drown out his voice.
Now, 20 years later, when he is dead before 
KLVGDXJKWHU¶VWKLUGELUWKGD\WKDWVRQJVSOLWV
WKHDLULQVRPHRQHHOVH¶VFDUVXGGHQ
as the screech of a tire, glass shattered,
brake lights running down the interstate
six cars wide as far as I can see.
HOLLY -#4#2'6-18#
%#4211.

n o n f i c t i o n
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 Once upon a time, long ago, I taught in a college where a surprising 
DPRXQWRILQWHUGHSDUWPHQWDOLQWHUDFWLRQRFFXUUHG3HRSOHLQ(QJOLVKIRU
example, discussed points of interest with those in Psychology, or Biology 
ZLWK0DWKHPDWLFVRU$QWKURSRORJ\ZLWK(FRQRPLFVDQGVRIRUWK7KHVH
people had a wide variety of interests along with a healthy curiosity about 
what was going on in other disciplines, eschewing the typical attitude in 
DFDGHPLDZKHUHRQH¶VGLVFLSOLQHLVWKHEHDOODQGHQGDOORIWKHXQLYHUVH
They also tended to have good senses of humor. Being part of that group, 
I was always willing to push the limits by periodically storming into 
VRPHRQH¶V ṘFH XQLQYLWHG DQG EHOORZLQJ RXW VZHHSLQJ JHQHUDOL]DWLRQV
VXFK DV ³+LVWRU\ GLHG ZLWK (GZDUG *LEERQ´ RU ³3V\FKRORJ\ KDV EHHQ
irrelevant since Sigmund Freud,” or “Nothing decent has been written 
since Shakespeare.” They accepted these thundering proclamations in 
JRRGKXPRUDQGVRRQEHJDQDVNLQJHDFKRWKHU³:KHQGLG\RXU¿HOGGLH"´
 Such chats led to friendships, which, in turn, led to small clique 
groups. One evening eight of us, all in our late twenties, were sitting around 
a circular table at an excellent Italian restaurant discussing our long-range 
plans. Psychology, being tired of teaching psychology already, wanted to be 
DJUHDWZULWHURI¿FWLRQ(QJOLVK/LWHUDWXUH¶VJRDOZDVWREHFRPHDIDPRXV
PRYLHSURGXFHU6RFLRORJ\ZLVKHGWRRSHQDWHDVKRSZLWKWZRVWRROV""
WKH$UWLVW¶VDPELWLRQZDVWRVHOOKHUZRUNIRUELJEXFNV7KHUHZHUHRWKHUV
but the only one who ultimately reached her goal was the Artist. 
 Such are the vagaries of life.
 7KH (QJOLVK GHSDUWPHQW JX\ HYHQWXDOO\ EHJDQ WHDFKLQJ DPRYLH
DSSUHFLDWLRQFRXUVHDWWKHFROOHJHDQGVLQFHWKH¿OPVDUULYHGHYHU\)ULGD\
GHFLGHGRQHGD\WRKDYHD¿OPSUHYLHZIRUDVHOHFWJURXSDWKLVWXUQRI
WKHFHQWXU\ WZRVWRU\ KRXVH RQH 6DWXUGD\ HYHQLQJ , UHFDOO WKH ¿UVW
presentation being “Last Year at Marienbad,” a particularly lugubrious 
¿OP ODFNLQJ LQ SORW DQGGHYRLG RI DQ\ UHGHHPLQJTXDOLWLHV DV QHDUO\ DV
I could determine. But what do I know? More importantly, I remember 
HENRY 6100
6*'16*'4#.)1037+0%.7$
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everything else from that initial soiree—the excellent food and stimulating 
conversation being paramount. The gathering was so successful that our 
host decided to make it a weekly event.
 Six couples became the core of the organization, inviting others 
on a random basis. What started out as solely an evening event quickly 
PRUSKHGLQWRDQDOOGD\D̆DLU&RXSOHVVWDUWHGWULFNOLQJLQDURXQGQRRQ
DQGE\RQHR¶FORFNWKHSODFHZDVIXOOWREXUVWLQJ:LYHVKXJJHGHDFKRWKHU
like long-lost friends and husbands shook hands even though they had 
seen each other all week. Children of every age played inside and out, 
depending on the weather. A huge dining room table held the goodies, 
generally stocked with food representing all corners of the earth. There 
might be Tandoori chicken from India and huge olives from Spain, braised 
lamb from Morocco and rice and beans from Belize, red cabbage from 
Germany and matzah ball soup from Israel (the mathematician was Jewish 
but was married to a shiksa). French pastries generally adorned the table 
DORQJZLWKVHYHUDOÀDYRUVRILFHFUHDPVWX̆HGLQWRWKHIUHH]HU:LQHZDV
QHYHUQHJOHFWHG2QHSHUVRQ6RFLRORJ\WUDGLWLRQDOO\EURXJKWDMXJODEHOHG
³0\VWHU\:LQH´ZLWK D UHGPDJLFPDUNHU ,WZDVQ¶W EDG DQG WKHRZQHU
DOZD\VLQVLVWHGWKDWWKHMXJEHHPSW\EHIRUHKHOHIWRIWHQUHTXLULQJWKDWKH
GHOLYHUWKH¿QDOFRXSGHJUDFHKLPVHOI+LVZLIHGURYHKRPH
 7KH¿UVWGLQLQJSHULRGZDVDOZD\VKHOGDWWZRR¶FORFN3HRSOHKHOSHG
WKHPVHOYHVWRWKHYDULHW\RIR̆HULQJVDQGVDWRQWKHÀRRURIWKHSURMHFWLRQ
URRPWRHDW7KHUHZDVPXFKPHUU\PDNLQJDQGMRNHWHOOLQJLQWHUVSHUVHG
with occasional congratulations to someone whose culinary creation was 
FRQVLGHUHGSDUWLFXODUO\ZHOO H[HFXWHG$W WKUHHR¶FORFN WKHPRYLHEHJDQ
&KLOGUHQZDQGHUHGLQDQGRXWGXULQJWKH¿OPLQJEXWJHQHUDOO\SUHIHUUHG
to play elsewhere. Afterward there would be a discussion led by the aspiring 
0RYLH 3URGXFHU KH DFWXDOO\ GLG PDNH VHYHUDO ¿OPV LQ KLV VXEVHTXHQW
career, but they died, along with his aspirations). As the hours wore on, 
another run on the food and beverages was made, and then people began to 
drift home. A few stragglers could always be expected to hang around until 
midnight (myself being one of them), often reduced by then to incoherent 
mumblings from the lateness of the hour and an overindulgence in alcohol 
and “foreign substances.” But the celebration would eventually end—our 
hosts being ever cordial—with the promise that all would be resurrected 
the following Saturday, and with renewed vigor.
 It was the best of times.
 To this day I can remember many of the movies. I distinctly recall 
the hilarity and poignancy of “King of Hearts” with Alan Bates, which 
FDXVHGPHWRYLVLWWKHDQFLHQWFLW\RI6HQOLVZKHUHLWZDV¿OPHGVHYHUDO
WLPHVLQODWHU\HDUV,UHPHPEHUWKHJOLWWHULQJEULOOLDQFHRI)HOOLQL¶V³-XOLHW
RIWKH6SLULWV´DQGWKHUDZSRZHURI³7KH*UDSHVRI:UDWK´³7KH9LUJLQ
Spring,” by Bergman, haunted me for weeks, and perhaps still does. His 
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
creation of a medieval setting was so realistic that I felt transported in 
WLPH7KHUDSHVFHQHOHIWPHVKRFNHGDQGWKH¿QDOGHDWKVWUXJJOHEHWZHHQ
the father and his three guests is vivid to this day. Did Bergman ever do 
better? 
 But perhaps the greatest impact was made by “The Third Man,” 
UDWHGE\PDQ\WRGD\DPRQJWRSWHQLQ¿OPKLVWRU\,UHPHPEHUWKH¿UVW
reel being rather boring (everyone in our tiny group ran to the bathroom 
RUUH¿OOHGWKHLUGULQNVGXULQJWKHVHEULHILQWHUPLVVLRQVWKHVHFRQGVORZO\
gripping me with its unfolding plot, and the third being absolutely riveting. 
The dramatic ending, with Orson Wells running—and dying—in the sewers 
RI9LHQQDLVRQHRIWKHPDVWHUSLHFHVRIDOOWLPHV)LOPQRLUQHYHUH[FHHGHG
this scene.
 2XU JURXS DWH DQG GUDQN DQG GLVFXVVHG WKH ¿OPV DQG GHEDWHG
RWKHU VXEMHFWV DV ZHOO 2SHQPLQGHGQHVV ZDV WKH VWDQGDUG HDFK
SHUVRQ FRQVLGHUHGHYHU\RQHHOVH¶VSRLQWRI YLHZ IURPD IDLUSHUVSHFWLYH
Interestingly, humor and wit were appreciated more than intellectual 
depth. It has been said that the British have humor and the French have 
wit, and the Algonquin Table of Dorothy Parker et al had both. So did this 
group. But they had talents beyond their academic specialties. I watched 
WKH0DWKHPDWLFLDQPDQ\\HDUVODWHUPDVWHUWKH5XELN¶V&XEHLQDPDWWHU
RI PLQXWHV WKH ¿UVW WLPH KH ZDV HYHU H[SRVHG WR LW 7KH 3V\FKRORJLVW
SOD\HG¿IWHHQVSRUWVDQGLQYDULDEO\ZRQWKHGDUWVWRXUQDPHQWRUJDQL]HG
periodically when a movie was lacking. Another member won the state 
chess championship. And so it went. 
 The Algonquin Club never had that kind of talent.
 However, despite our fondness for each other, I realize now that 
the real adhesive that kept the group together was something we never 
GLVFXVVHG RXUPDUULDJHV(YHU\PHPEHUJHQXLQHO\ ORYHGDQG UHVSHFWHG
their partner, and each couple seemed to possess that rare capacity of 
UHVROYLQJ GL̆HUHQFHVZLWK DPLQLPXPRI VWULIH *LYHQ WKH GL̇FXOWLHV RI
modern day matrimony, we were, indeed, a fortunate group. The bond 
here was so strong that the entrance of two people not getting along would 
throw things out of kilter. Animosity, even if residing beneath the surface, 
was detected quickly, as though some poisonous vapor had somehow 
LQ¿OWUDWHG WKH URRP DQG LQIHFWHG HYHU\RQH ZLWK LWV WR[LF SUHVHQFH 7KH
couple would be tolerated but rarely invited back—a decision reached 
through some peculiar procedure never openly divulged.
 They were an unusual group. 
 But, like a meteor exploding in the sky, it all ended quickly. I was 
R̆HUHGDQHZSRVLWLRQLQDQRWKHUWRZQDQGPRYHGDZD\-XVWDVTXLFNO\
the gatherings stopped. No one ever knew exactly why. Several postulated 
that my wife and I must have been the adhesive that held the group 
WRJHWKHUEXWWKLVVLPSO\ZDVQ¶WWUXH:HZHUHQHLWKHUWKHFUHDWRUVQRUWKH
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OHDGHUVMXVWDFWLYHSDUWLFLSDQWV%XWZHOHIWDQGHYHU\RQHGULIWHGDZD\WR
their individual pursuits, never to convene again. And with them went a 
chemistry I would not experience again in my lifetime.
 5HDOLW\KRZHYHULVRIWHQGL̆HUHQWWKDQLWDSSHDUVDQGSUHGLFWLQJ
future events from your individual perspective is generally a dubious task. 
,¶PQRWFHUWDLQZKRVHPDUULDJHZHQWRQWKHURFNV¿UVWEXWVXUHO\PLQHZDV
one of the earliest. One day I was happily married and secure in my position 
in life, with two cats and a dog and a condo at the beach, and the next year 
I was alone. Time and circumstance had taken their tolls. I never broke 
R̆ UHODWLRQVZLWK WKH2OG*XDUGKRZHYHU DQG HYHQWXDOO\ IRXQGP\VHOI
JUDYLWDWLQJEDFNIRUROGWLPH¶VVDNH:HFKDWWHGDERXWWKHDQFLHQWDQGWKH
new, and as conversations progressed, secrets were revealed. I soon found 
that nothing was as it appeared long ago.
 The mildest revelation was a ménage a trois of sorts. During our 
youthful movie period the average age in the group was twenty-eight, 
and the women were having babies on a regular basis. One day, being the 
shotgun mouth of the party who rarely followed convention, I asked one of 
the pregnant females—in her eighth month and exceedingly large—what 
her notoriously amorous husband was doing for sex these days. She replied 
EOLWKHO\ ³2K KH¶V XVLQJ ZKDWHYHU KROHV DUH DYDLODEOH´ 7KLV LQVSLUHG D
general moaning from the group, while the husband merely rolled his eyes. 
 Little did I suspect how saturated with sly innuendo this innocent-
sounding statement was. The lady in question had met her husband as a 
WHHQDJHUWKHWZRIHOOLQORYHDQGKDGRQHRIWKRVHVWRU\ERRNUHODWLRQVKLSV
eventually leading to marriage. Upon learning of her pregnancy, therefore, 
she decided to reward her husband for his matrimonial devotion by 
allowing him to experience the love of another woman while she was, what 
\RXPLJKW WHUP LQGLVSRVHG ,WKDSSHQHG WKDW WKH ODG\¶VEHVW IULHQGZDV
an attractive blonde who was not only unmarried but unattached, and 
who found the husband equally attractive. The lady in question asked her 
IULHQGLIVKHZRXOGEHZLOOLQJWRWDNHFDUHRIWKHKXVEDQG¶VQHHGVIRUWKH
next few months, to which the blonde happily acquiesced, and necessary 
arrangements were made. I can only report that years later all three were 
VDWLV¿HGZLWKWKHUHVXOWV
 Another of the relationships, occurring some time after The Glory 
'D\V FUHDWHG FRQVLGHUDEOHPRUH WXUPRLO 7KHPDWKHPDWLFLDQ¶VZLIH JRW
WLUHGRIKHUKXVEDQG¶VGRPLQDWLQJSHUVRQDOLW\DQGERRULVKPDQQHULVPV
and decided that the gentle charm of the Sociologist (the man, you might 
remember, who wished to open a tea shop with two stools) was more to 
her liking. Consequently, the two of them abandoned their spouses and 
children and moved in together. I have always felt it required a great deal of 
courage on their part to make such an audacious move, given that spouses, 
children, and colleagues alike abided in the same town, and everyone was 
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seeing each other on a regular basis. Love, however—if that what it was—
conquers all, and the two managed to maintain the relationship for several 
years. 
 +RZHYHU HYHQWXDOO\ WKH PDWKHPDWLFLDQ¶V ZLIH GLVFRYHUHG WKDW
her paramour was exceedingly mellow primarily due to being in his cups 
most of the time, and, in fact, could be rather inattentive otherwise. Her 
misgivings increased with each passing bottle of mystery wine consumed, 
until the so-called coup de grace arrived one night when the two were 
entertaining a colleague at their home with a pleasant spaghetti dinner. The 
paramour, having sipped mystery wine for the better portion of the day, 
suddenly pitched forward (à la Alex in that wonderful movie “A Clockwork 
2UDQJH´ VXEPHUJLQJ KLV IDFH FRPSOHWHO\ LQ WKH HYHQLQJ¶V UHSDVW
7KHPDWKHPDWLFLDQ¶V ZLIH DQG KHU IULHQG KDVWHQHG WR UHVFXH KLP IURP
DVSK\[LDWLRQFOHDQHGKLPXSDQGVXEVHTXHQWO\GUDJJHGKLPR̆WREHGIRU
the night. Over the next week she concluded that living in an atmosphere of 
mathematical autocracy was probably better than sociological inebriation, 
and thereby decided to reconcile with her husband. Left with nowhere to go, 
WKH6RFLRORJLVWR̆HUHGDQROLYHEUDQFKWRKLVH[ZLIHZKRFRQWHPSODWHGKHU
alternatives for at least thirty seconds before deciding that his fecklessness 
was too much to overcome. She proceeded to sell their home and move out 
of the state altogether. 
 One of the more sophisticated couples in our Algonquin group was 
the Historian and the Opera Singer. I always referred to the latter as the Diva 
because she perpetually held herself upright and erect even while sitting on 
WKHÀRRUDQGKDGDQHOHJDQWZD\RIXVLQJKHUKDQGV8QOLNHPDQ\RIXV
she had been born into an upper class family and her elevated background 
invariably insinuated itself into the most mundane of discussions. 
 I remember one of the members relating a humorous story about 
KLV\RXQJVRQHQWHULQJWKH¿UVWJUDGHDQGHQGHGWKHWDOHE\UHIHUULQJWRKLV
VRQ¶V³ZHHQLH´
 “Do you mean his penis?” the Diva asked, leaning over. 
 “Uh, yeah,” he said. “But we call it the weenie in our house. What 
do you call it in your house?”
 “We call it a penis,” she said. “My mother called it a penis. My 
father called it a penis. We always called things by their proper names.”
 This prompted a general discussion about acceptable substitutions 
for the word “penis,” including “ding-a-ling,” “tee tee,” and “tally-whacker,” 
among others. I wish I had been taking notes at this meeting because the 
FUHDWLYLW\ UHDFKHG QHZ VWDQGDUGV 2QH ZLIH UHIHUUHG WR KHU KXVEDQG¶V
organ as “unwrapping the snake.” In the end, the Diva said something 
OLNH³<RX¶UHVXFKSKLOLVWLQHV$SHQLVLVDSHQLVLVDSHQLVWRSDUDSKUDVH
Gertrude Stein. Call it what it is.”
 Thus ended one of our more memorable discussions.
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 It was with considerable sadness, then, that I learned the Historian 
and the Diva had gotten a divorce. This was surprising since I was always 
impressed with the graciousness and respect with which the two addressed 
each other, and could never have imagined them running into hard times. 
But, at some point, the Historian discovered that he was gay, and after 
some consideration left home altogether to enter another lifestyle. I found 
this strange since he had never evinced any homosexual tendencies when I 
NQHZKLPDQGKLVṘFHZDVORFDWHGULJKWQH[WWRPLQH
 Curious, I queried an old college roommate who also had become 
homosexual after years of heterosexual activity (he had a one-year 
relationship with an attractive Swedish blonde female at the university). 
“Did you know you were gay at the time you were dating Brigit?” I asked.
 +HVKRRNKLVKHDG³,ZDVQ¶WJD\WKHQ´
 “How can you become gay after originally being straight?” I asked.
 +H VKUXJJHG KLV VKRXOGHUV ³, GRQ¶W KDYH DQ H[SODQDWLRQ , MXVW
did.”
 I saw the Historian several months later after learning of his 
change. He looked quite happy. Apparently his new life was agreeing with 
him.
 Reality, as I say, can be deceptive, and predicting the future is a 
dubious process at best. I have often wondered how much control people 
really have over their destinies, and how much fate trumps conscious daily 
decision-making. It seems capricious sometimes: memorable moments 
ÀRZ LQWR RXU OLYHV UHVLGH EULHÀ\ DQG HYDSRUDWH²JRQH EHIRUHZH UHDOO\
appreciate what we had. We shake our heads in wonderment, recognizing 
KRZÀHHWLQJLWDOOZDV
I miss the Algonquin Group, an exquisite moment that passed by too 
quickly:
brief and ephemeral.
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Pushcart Prize three times.
Troy Taylor is an emerging poet exploring how poems speak on paper, in 
audio, and in video. In addition to publication in the March 2015 issue of 
Four Chambers, Troy is practicing the art of storytelling on public radio.
Henry F. Tonn is a semi-retired psychologist who has published more 
WKDQ¿IW\SLHFHVRI¿FWLRQQRQ¿FWLRQDQGSRHWU\LQDYDULHW\RIRQOLQHDQG
SULQWMRXUQDOV+HLVSUHVHQWO\VHDUFKLQJIRUDOLWHUDU\DJHQWWRPDUNHWKLV
QRYHO:(:$/.$/21(0RUHRIKLVZRUNDQGDEORJFDQEHIRXQGDWKLV
website www.henrytonn.com.
| ƮƜƩƯƜƞƧƜƭƜƭƠƱƤƠƲ
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